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A WOMAN’S PARIS 

With 40 half-tone illustrations from photographs . 

“A Woman’s Paris” is intended for the use of the American lady who is about to visit 
Paris, and who wishes while she is there “to do the agreeable things there are to do and 
to avoid the disagreeable there are not to do.” The author is herself an American woman 
who knows her Paris, and who has tried to take up systematically, but readably and en¬ 
tertainingly, the questions of living, of servants, of cabs, of churches and theatres, of 
shopping, of dressmakers, of sports, of prices, and a dozen other things, and to point out 
to her countrywomen just how they may everywhere have the best and pleasantest experi¬ 
ence possible. The book is fully illustrated, and contains chapters on the Exposition and 
on “ Fair ” prices. . 

Although in no sense a guide or hand-book, “A Woman’s Paris” is more largely in¬ 
structive than either and as entertaining as it is timely. 

Cloth, decorative, 7 x 4^ inches, - $1.25 

THE MIDDLE FIVE 

A Story of Indian Boys at School 

A faithful, accurate, and absorbingly interesting 
series of pictures in the form of fiction of the lives of 
Indian schoolboys at Hampton. 

With a frontispiece in color and a cover design 
by Angel De Cora. 

By Francis La Flesche. Cloth, $1.25 

TUSKEGEE 

With 50 half-tone illustrations from photographs. 

Mr. Thrasher has given us a book of the greatest 
interest to the constantly increasing many who know 
of and appreciate the wonderful work that is being 
done by Booker T. Washington at Tuskegee, the 
“ School of a Nation.” 

It contains a full account of the ways and workings 
of the famous Institute. 

By flax B. Thrasher. Cloth, $1.00 

GEORQIE 

By S. E. KISER 

With a cover design and ten illustrations by Ralph Bergengren 

This book is made up of careful selections from Mr. Kiser’s article in the Chicago 
Times-Herald , which have dealt so humorously with the American Boy’s Views and Ideas 
of his “ Pa.” 

For laughter-compelling humor Mr. Kiser treads closely upon the literary heels of his 
distinguished townsman, the author of “ Mr. Dooley.” 

Cloth, decorative, ------ $1.00 

NEW BEACON 
BIOGRAPHIES 

Three new volumes in this well-known Series of 
Biographies of Eminent Americans. 

Cover design and vignette title-page by 
Bertram Grosvenor Goodhue. 

STEPHEN DECATUR. By Cyrus Townsend Brady. 
SAM HOUSTON. By Sara Barnwell Elliot. 
STONEWALL JACKSON. By Carl Hovby. 

Many Others in Preparation . 

Limp blue cloth, gilt top, 75 cents 

THE WESTMINSTER 
BIOGRAPHIES 

A Series of Brief Memoirs of Eminent Englishmen 
uniform in size and genera! make-up with “ The 
Beacon Biographies.” 

Cover design and vignette title-page by 

Bertram Grosvenor Goodhue. 

ROBERT BROWNINQ. By Arthur Waugh. 

DANIEL DEFOE. By Wilfred Whittey. 

JOHN WESLEY. By Frank Banfield. 

Many Others in Preparation. 

Limp red cloth, gilt top, 75 cents 

UP IN MAINE 

By HOLMAN F. DA Y 

A collection of the wonderful stories of Yankee life by Mr. Day, illustrated by six 
half-tone illustrations from photographs. Many of these remarkable poems of the farm, 
the shore and the logging camps, have become familiar through their publication in the 
Lewiston Journal . The Honorable C. E. Littlefield has written an introduction to the book. 

Cloth, decorative, ------ $1.00 

SMALL, MAYNARD I COMPANY, (INCORPORATED), BOSTON 
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THE “NEW ALTA” LIBRARY 

255 Volumes 

Popular and Standard Books at Low Prices 

NEi/li BINDING 

The publishers’ purpose has been to make a series of books, not only excellent 
from a literary point of view, but so well constructed mechanically, that even the 
fastidious book-lover will not object to possessing them. They are shapely and 
generous i2mos, uniform in size, of clear, readable type, and carefully printed on 
handsome paper, especially made for the series. In binding, every detail has been 
looked after. The sheets are carefully folded, and the sewing is done in such a 
substantial manner that the books will readily open without breaking in the back. 
Of the 255 titles, 106 are not to be found in any other publisher’s line of i2mos., 
and 95 titles have been added this year. An effective cover design, with distinct 
title lettering, has been chosen, and the series is bound in ribbed cloth, vellum de 
luxe, flat back, with head bands and hand-burnished gilt tops. Each book wrapped 
in a printed paper jacket. 

List Price, 75 cents per Volume 


THE ROUNDABOUT LIBRARY 

FOR YOUNG PEOPLE 

Now comprises 97 titles, nearly all of which are copyrighted books not to be had 
except in this edition. Every volume is uniform i2mo. illustrated. 

List Price, 75 cents 

The following 22 books are being added this season: 


Diccon the Bold. By John Russell 
Coryell. 

Camping Out. By C. A. Stephens. 

Left on Labrador. By C. A. Stephens. 
Off to the Geysers. By C. A. Stephens. 
Lynx Hunting. By C. A. Stephens. 
Fox Hunting. By C A. Stephens. 

On the Amazon. By C. A. Stephens 
Girl’s Ordeal. By Lucy C. Lillie. 
Elinor Belden. By Lucy C. Lillie. 
Bonnie Prince Charlie. By G A. Henty. 
By England’s Aid. By G. A. Henty. 


By Pike and Dyke. By G. A. Henty. 
By Right of Conquest. By G. A. Henty. 
The Dragon and the Raven. By G. 

A. Henty. 

In Freedom’s Cause. By G. A. Henty. 
In the Reign of Terror. By G. A. Henty. 
The Lion of the North. BvG. A. Henty. 
Orange and Green. By G. A. Henty. 
True to the Flag. By G. A. Henty. 
Under Drake’s Flag. By G. A. Henty. 
With Clive in India. By G. A. Henty. 
With Wolfe in Canada. By G A. Henty. 


The Alger, Castlemon, Ellis, Lillie and Stephens Book, Etc., supplied 
boxed in sets where so ordered. 


Diccon the Bold 

A Story of the Days of Columbus. By John Russell Coryell. Illustrated. i2mo, cloth, 
“ Roundabout Library,” 75 cents. 

“Boys will be charmed. It is a bright and life-like I “ More interest and value than the average. Dramatic 
story, remarkably well told.”— Woman's Journal, Boston, effect.”— Christian Intelligencer, New York. 

“ Of absorbing interest.”— Literary A/eius, New York. I “A stirring book for boys.”— Gazette, Boston. 

HENRY T. COflTES CD., Publishers, PHILBDELPHIH 
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NEW AND GOOD SOMMER FICTION. 


E. H. Strains Celebrated Historical Romance , 

A MAN’S FOES: 

Illustrated by A. Forestier. Size, 8 x 5 ^ inches, 467 pages, beautifully 
printed in clear type, cloth, $1.50 ;'paper, 50 cents. 

A Man’s Foes’ is the best historical novel we have had since Mr. Conan Doyle pub¬ 
lished * Micah Clarke .’”—Daily Chronicle. 


A NEW STORY OF ADVENTURE! 

AN AFRICAN TREASURE. 

By F. Maclaren Cobban, author of 
“The Angel of the Covenant,” etc. 
Illustrated. Decorated cover, size, 
7^x5 inches, $1.25. 


A NEW GUY BOOTHBY! 

THE red RAT’S DAUGHTER 

By Guy Boothby, author of “Dr. Ni¬ 
kola,” “ A Bid for a Fortune,” etc. 
Illustrated. Decorated cover, size, 
x 5 inches, cloth, $1.25. 


THE BATTLE OF WATERLOO IN FICTION. 

The \th Edition of the New Novel , 

VENGEANCE IS iTINE, 

By ANDREW BALFOUR, 

Author of “By Stroke of Sword,” “To Arms,” Etc., 

Will Be Ready in a Few Days. 

Every reader will corroborate a well-known critic in the 

following opinion: 

“ The book of the moment, 4 Vengeance is Mine,’ by Dr. Andrew Balfour, is one of the 
most dramatic novels of the present year. Although primarily an historic tale, the main thread 
of the narrative lies in the powerful love story that runs through the novel. The great value of 
the work to literature lies in Dr. Balfour’s touch of art and his keen insight into human character. 
To every person in the story is given the breath of life and the charming magic of individuality. 
All the personalities are vivid creations of which any novelist could feel justly proud, and, more¬ 
over, the author is sincere, and writes vigorous English. . . . We read of Napoleon on the Isle of 
Elba and follow him and his eagles to Waterloo. It is a very thrilling story .”—Boston Times. 

Size, 7 x inches, beautifully bound, $1.50. 


NEW AMSTERDAM BOOK COMPANY 
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Summer Announcement of New Books 


FROM THE 

Rand-McNally Press 


NOW IN PRESS 

TWENTY YEARS IN EUROPE 

By S. H. M. Byers, author of “ Switzerland and the Swiss,” “ The 
Happy Isles,” etc., former United States Consul-General to Italy 
and Switzerland. Profusely illustrated. Cloth, large i2mo, $1.50. 

Personal reminiscences and anecdotes of distinguished Americans and Europeans with 
whom Mr. Byers came in contact during his twenty years abroad. More than fifty unpublished 
letters written by General Sherman are in this book given to the public for the first time. 
Profusely illustrated with portraits, photographs, and original autograph drawings. 

UNCLE SAM ABROAD 

By J. E. Conner. Illustrated. Cloth, nmo, $1.25. 

A valuable book, treating on the foreign diplomatic and consular service of the United 

States. 

THE'WOMAN THAT’S GOOD 

By Harold Richard Vynne, author of “ The Girl in the Bachelor’s 
Flat,” “Stories from Town Topics," etc. Cloth, 121110, $1.50. 

This is a realistic story of the present day—a story of New York and Chicago, portraying, 
in its pages of unwavering interest, the characteristics of some fascinating people whose acts 
upon the stage of life have been deemed worthy the novelist’s pen. Therein is chronicled the 
undoing of a dreamer, whose awakening to the stern realities of human existence is brought out 
in a most clever manner. 


JUST PUBLISHED 


DOROTHY MARLOW 

By A. W. Marchmont, author of “ By Right of Sword,” 
for a Throne,” etc. Cloth i2mo, $1.25. 

The story of a dangerous heritage, full of exciting interest. 


“ A Dash 


BISHOP PENDLE 


By Fergus Hume, author of “Mystery of a Hansom Cab,” “The 
Harlequin Opal,” etc. Cloth, i2mo, $1.25. 

A thrilling romance embodying humor, pathos, and human tragedy. 


RAND, McNALLY & COMPANY, Publishers 

CHICAGO NEW YORK 
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FICTION FOR SUMMER READING 


THE GRIP OF HONOR 

BY 

CYRUS TOWNSEND BRADY. Illustrated. 12mo, $1.50 

ll INTENSELY stirring descriptions of sea fights, a vivid account of the 
desperate encounter between the Bonhomme Richard and the Serapis , 
and the graphic portrayal of the conflicting emotions which assail a young 
Irishman fighting for the American flag, who is asked to choose between love 
and honors, and the ignominious de_th of a spy and traitor, constitute some 
of the elements in this highly stirring romance. The development of the 
story is natural and the setting given it is realistic. It is one of the most 
thrilling of American historical novels .”—Baltimore Herald. 


The Garden of Eden by Blanche Willis Howard 

T HIS novel, strongly characteristic of Mme. von Teuffel’s best manner, elaborates with 
great sympathy and insight one of the distinctive questions of modern society. Be¬ 
side the life of the heroine, with its eloquent appeal from the conventional acceptation of 
the seventh commandment, there are minor scenes and persons of the story done with a 
charming fidelity. (12 mo, $1 50.) 


The Honk and the Dancer by Arthur Cosslett Smith 

M R. SMITH’S stories are in varied vein and take the reader from London to Palestine 
and Algiers to Virginia, but they are extremely individual in their common author¬ 
ship, and marked in a very unusual degree by personal quality. (12 mo, $1.50.) 


Smith College Stories by fliss Daskam 

it A SERIES of ten short tales illustrative of several phases of life in an interesting and 
picturesque community. And a highly interesting and picturesque young person 
the Smith College girl as the author presents her seems to be. . . . She seems to be just 
simply girl. And she could certainly be nothing nicer .”—New York Sun. ( Seco?id Edi¬ 
tion. i 2 mo, $1.50.) 


Toomey and Others by Robert Shackleton 

it T7XCELLENT short stories of East Side life. He sees both the humor and the pathos 
of this life of the poor, and having the gift of humor he does not disfigure his 
work with the cheap appeal of maudlin sentimentalism. ... A series of stories of which 
all are clever and worth while .”—New York Sun. ( \2tn0 , $1.25.) 


The Boss of Taroomba by E. W. Hornung 

tt HpHE movement is rapid and full of intense interest that takes on the dramatic, but, 
^ after the violence and murder, emerges again the silver thread of romance.”— 
Brooklyn Eagle. (Ivory Series, it mo, 75 cents.) 


CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, Publishers 
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FICTION FOR SUMMER READING 


UNLEAVENED BREAD 

By ROBERT GRANT. 12mo, $1.50 

HE contrast between Selma’s words and her character is profound. 

Mr. Grant exploits it with merciless industry. He leaves no foible 
untouched, no secret unrevealed. At the end of the book Selma, though 
still unconscious that her life has been despotically egotistical and ruthless, is 
presented to the reader with no humiliating line in her portrait missing; she 
is the shallow, selfish woman in apotheosis. . . . Not only Selma, but the 
three men she successively marries, and the other types included are all real¬ 
ized with force; they seem taken bodily from actual life .”—New York Tribune . 


The Touchstone by Edith Wharton 

**TN ‘The Touchstone* Mrs. Edith Wharton has more than lived up to the high stand- 
^ ard she set for herself in her book ‘ The Greater Inclination.’ Here we find the 
same deftness of touch, the same felicity of expression, and the same keen insight as in 
the short stories.”— N, Y. Sun. ( i 2 mo, $1.25.) 


The Rhymer by Allan HcAulay 

SCOTTISH tale of real delicacy and true feeling. Alison, the heroine, is a rare 
character, firm but loving, womanly and sweet. Robert Burns appears as one of 
the actors in the story and plays a part not very creditable, but quite consonant with his 
known personal history.”— The Outlook. ( Second Edition. 12 mo, $1.50.) 


Enoch Willoughby by J. A. Wickersham 

U TS distinctly an American novel. It has an historical background, and the human 
element pervades it with great intensity. If it were safe to prophesy we should 
say it would be one of the notable books of the year, because of its power and the interest 
aroused in its characters and their doings.”— Rochester Democrat and Chronicle . (Third 
Edition. l 2 mo } $1.50.) 


Red Blood and Blue by Harrison Robertson 

it HTHIS season has brought us a group of stories of American life of quite exceptional 
interest . . . but surely, so far as our record reaches at this writing, the first 
place must be accorded to * Red Blood and Blue.’ We have seldom read a story of such 
abounding health and vigor as this.”— The Churchman. (Second Edition 12 mo, $1.50.) 


Boys and JTen by Richard Holbrook 

**'"T r HIS is one of the best books in this series of stories of college life. . . . College 
fun, college politics, college love-making, and college ambitions are presented 
with spirit and faithfulness.”— The Outlook. (Second Edition. 12 mo. $1.25.) 


CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, New York 
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LOTHROP BOOKS 


A MASTERPIECE IN ROMANTIC FICTION 


Eben Holden 

A TALE OF THE NORTH COUNTRY 

By Irving Bacheller 

Author of “ A Master of Silence.” i 2 mo, cloth, gilt top, 

rough edges, $ 1.50 

A refreshing story of the “plain people” of country and town. 

The “ North Country” is the farmland of St. Lawrence County 
in Northern New York. Uncle Eb, the border philanthropist, 
is a lover of animals, of nature, and of all creation. The scene 
shifts to New York in war time; the story of the rout at Bull 
Run is unsurpassed in realism and the love story involved is 
simply delightful. 

(®"It promises to be one of the brightest and most popular books of the year, for it 
appeals to that love of mingled sentiment and humor which all men and women like. 



TWO POPULAR AND 

1 PRACTICAL BOOKS 


WINNING OUT 

A Book of Success. By Orison Swett 
Marden. Illustrated. i2mo, cloth, gilt 
top, $1.00. 

Dr. Marden, the editor of Success , has never pre¬ 
pared a more invigorating or inspiring book than 
this. It is really the first book he has designed for 
young people. To young men, whose ambition is 
honorable success, this book with its practical sugges¬ 
tions and its wealth of example has a value that is 
almost inestimable. 

CONCERNING CATS 

My Own and Some Others. By Helen 
M.Winslow. Illustrated from photographs 
of famous cats. Svo, cloth, gilt top, $1.50. 

The first real “cat book” from a popular, practi-, 
cal and entertaining standpoint. Miss Winslow is a 
pronounced cat-lover and she here deals with the cats 
of history, the home, and the cat show in a manner 
both attractive and exhaustive. Her book will find 
ready readers among cat-lovers and cat “fanciers” 
the world over. 






THE MOST TIMELY BOOK OF THE TEAR 



THE STORY OF THE NINETEENTH CENTURY 

Of the Christian Era. By Elbridge S. Brooks. Illustrated. 8v'o, cloth, $1.50. 

The complete, detailed, absorbing, and dramatic story of the wonderful century just closing, told by 
one who has made a successful study of popularizing history. 

“ A volume of great merit. . . . To recite such facts and in connected form and make the subject 

interesting, is nothing less than a triumph of literary art .”—Chicago Inter-Ocean. 


FOR SALE AT ALL BOOKSTORES 

LOTHROP PUBLISHING COMPANY, BOSTON 

In^— 
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LOTHROP BOOKS 


CHOICE NEW BOOKS FOR SUMMER READING 


THE JUDGES’ CAVE 

A Romance of the New Haven Colony in the Days of the Regicides (1661). By 

Margaret Sidney. Illustrated by Relyea. i2mo, cloth, $1.50. 

“ Dramatic in telling and absorbing in interest.”— Philadelphia North American. 

THE FORESTMAN OF VIMPEK 

The Story of a Bohemian Village. By F. P. Kopta. i2mo, cloth, gilt top, $1.25. 

“Appeals strongly to human sympathy, like the people of Ian Maclaren and Selma LageFlbf.”— Book¬ 
seller and Stationer. 

MR. TRUNNELL 

Mate of the Ship Pirate. By T. Jenkins Hains. Illustrated by Ditzler. 121110, cloth, 
$1.25. 

“ A story that stirs the blood and brings forgetfulness to every day surroundings.”— Pittsburg Times. 

BY WAY OF THE WILDERNESS 

The Story of Wayne Pierson’s Experience. By Pansy (Mrs. G. R. Alden) and Mrs. 
C. M. Livingston. Illustrated by Charlotte Harding. i2mo. cloth, $r.50. 

“ A lively, straightforward story that young and old will enjoy.greatly.”— Portland Transcript. 

AS TALKED IN THE SANCTUM 

A Book about Men and Things. By Rounsevelle Wildman. i2mo, cloth, gilt top, 
$1.00. 

“ A rich vein of satire, worldly wisdom, sentiment, and common sense.”— Leslie's Weekly. 

THE WINDJAMMERS 

Tales of the High Seas. By T. Jenkins Hains. Illustrated by Burns. i2mo, cloth, 
$1.25. 

“ Of absorbing interest, with the full flavor of the sea.”— York World. 

MISS ENT 

The Story of a Letter. By Pansy (Mrs. G. R. Alden). Illustrated by Green. i2mo, 
cloth, 75 cents. 

“ Delightfully told and has an intensely interesting and original plot.”— Boston Globe. 


NEW BOOKS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE—IN PRESS 


THE LAST OF THE FLATBOATS 

A Story of the Mississippi and its Interesting Family of Rivers. By George 
Cary Eggleston. Illustrated by Charlotte Harding. i2mo, cloth, $1.50. 

The adventures of five boys on a flatboat. 

THE NOANK’S LOG 

A Privateer of the Revolution. By William O. Stoddard. Illustrated by Will 
Crawford. i2mo, cloth, $1.25. 

The adventures of a boy of the Revolution on a daring privateer. 

WITH LAWTON AND ROBERTS 

A Boy’s Adventures in the Philippines and the Transvaal. By Elbridge S. 
Brooks. Illustrated by Emerson. i2mo, cloth, $1.25. 

A stirring story of the latest of the world’s wars and heroes. 


FOR SALE AT ALL BOOKSTORES 

LOTHROP PUBLISHING COMPANY, BOSTON 

^ 7 
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JUST PUBLISHED 


The Bath Comedy 

A NOVEL 

By AGNES and EGERTON CASTLE 

Authors of “ The Pride of Jennicoetc. 

The scene of the story is the fashionable resort of the Spa of Bath, and the time, the second half of 
the eighteenth century. 

Mistress Kitty Bellairs, the reigning belle and prettiest woman in Bath, finds her friend, Lady 
Standish, the newly wedded wife of Sir Jasper, in tears, because of her husband’s indifference and neglect. 
“ Make him jealous,” says the vivacious Kitty, and Lady Standish does so with some exciting and unexpected 
results. These are told by the authors in a style so witty and polished that they recall to the mind of the 
reader the greatest masterpiece in this field. 

Mr. Castle has written an interesting preface to 41 The Bath Comedy,” in which he touches on some of the 
striking characteristics of the story, and has something to say ‘‘about the aspects and history of the quaint 
greystoned city of palatiai squares and crescents nestling at the bottom of the valley of the tortuous Avon.” 

Extraordinary care has been taken in the typography and other details of the 
manufacture of “The Bath Comedy.” The cover used on the book was indicated by Mr. 
Castle himself, who wished the dress of his book to be in keeping with the 18 th Century 
elegance of Bath in its palmy days. 

Size 4 ^x 7 Yz inches, cloth, 315 pages, $ 1 . 50 . 


AN OPERA AND LADY CRAS- 
MERE 

By ALBERT KINROSS 

A charming love story, fresh and unhackneyed. The 
hero is a young composer who has been workiug inces¬ 
santly for three years on an opera. A friend visiting 
London persuades him to spend the evening with him, 
and on their way home, in a spirit of bravado, they go 
uninvited to a masked ball at a fashionable house, 
where Lady Grasmere comes upon the scene. This 
glimpse of fashionable life stirs the young musician, 
and from that time on he detemines to give up his 
work, drop the opera, and become a man of fashion. 
Of this life, and of his relati ins with Lady Grasmere 
the story treats. 

Mr. Kinross's style is bright and witty, and there is 
an originality about the story that makes it fascinat¬ 
ing reading. 

“ Piquant, lively, exciting , altogether charming." — 
Bradford (England) Observer. 

“ A brilliantly written book , coruscating with wit and 
begemmed with epigram ."— Western Mercury, Ply¬ 
mouth, England. 

Size 4% x inches, cloth, $1.25. 

FOUR YEARS, NINE 

By BART HYNDERSE 

A most original and powerful work. A story of 
prison life, which is incomparable for its wit, strength, 
and occasional pathos. It is a perfect picture of life 
behind the bars. Nothing more striking or fresh could 
beconceived. The most prominent note in this story 
is its humor, but there is a pathetic touch occasionally 
that is very effective. 12mo, cloth, with appropriate 
cover, $1.50. 

FROM DOOR TO DOOR 

By BERNARD CAPES 

A strong series of short stories by the author of 
44 Our Lady of Darkness.” Several of the stories are 
printed here for the first time, although many have 
appeared in the leading periodicals. Mr. Capes has 
divided them into four classes, which he designates as 
“ Fantasies,” 44 Romances,” “Whimsies,” and “Levi¬ 
ties.” As this classification would indicate, there is a 
variety about the stories that adds materially to the 
charm of the book. Size 4^x7^ inches, cloth, gilt 
top, $1 60. 


A CUIDE TO THE TREES 

By ALICE LOUNSBERRY 
Illustrated by Mrs. Ellis Brown 

Sixty-four beautiful full-page colored plates, 100 
full-page black and white plates, 64 engravings of com¬ 
plete trees, and 55 diagrams, etc. The only popular 
work with colored plates of trees. Contains descrip¬ 
tions of nearly 200 trees and a number of shrubs. A 
handy companion in the woods, fields and roads. 

Size 5^x7% inches Cover design by F. Berkeley 
Smith. Cloth. $2.50 net. Field Edition, full leather, 
gilt edges, $3.50 net. 

A MASTER OF CRAFT 

By W. W. JACOBS 

A new novel by this delightful humorist. The hero, 
Captain Flower, is the captain of a coasting vessel of 
the kind made famous by Mr Jacobs in 44 Many Car¬ 
goes” and “More Cargoes.” Tne Captain confesses 
to having a great fascination for women, and when 
the story opens he is engaged to three of them, and 
in one case under an assumed name. 

Size 4% x inches, cloth, $1.50. 

TOWARDS PRETORIA 

By JULIAN RALPH 

The famous American Correspondent of The London 
Daily Mail. A Record of the War between Britain and 
Boer to the Relief of Kimberley. With a summary of 
subsequent events to the Hoisting of the British flag 
at Bloemfontein. With historical foreword, appen¬ 
dices and map. 

44 It is no part of our business to arrange the war cor¬ 
respondents in order of merit, but if it were we should 
certainly consider the question of placing Mr. Julian 
Ralph , -who writes 4 Touards Pretoria ,’ at the top of the 
list. He writes better than do the war correspondents 
of an older generation , and succeeds in giving the im- 
ression of a real man describing a real thing that he 
as seen , instead of that of an ungrammatical rhetori¬ 
cian piling up the agony. 

44 Of the operations of Lord Methuen's column, which 
he accompanied , there has appeared no more vivid and 
acceptable account than his * * * Mr. Ralph's is 
distinctly one of the war books to be read."— London 
Literature. 

Size 5 x 7V$ inches, 328 pages, $1.50. 


FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY, 5 and 7 East 16th Street, New York 
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FINE BOOKS A FINE INVESTMENT 


VALE PRESS PUBLICATIONS. 

Mr. John Lane regrets that he cannot supply any 
more copies of the “ Vale Press Shakespeare .” He 
also regrets the disappointment of so many of his clients 
on all other Vale Press publications, the entire stock 
having been sold out. He is prepared to repurchase 
any of these publications at tzvice the published price . 

Advice to Book Collectors 

Books Illustrated and Decorated 
By AUBREY BEARDSLEY 

I.—Complete your sets of “ The Yellow Book,” if you can. Vols. 1, 2, 3, 
and 4 are now out of print; but a few complete sets of 13 vols. 
may be obtained. Price, $20.00 net. Vols. V. to XIII. may be 
obtained singly. 

II.—Buy “ The Savoy.” 3 vols. containing Aubrey Beardsley’s wonderful 
drawings. Price, $10 00 net. 

III. —Buy “ Pierrot of the Minute,” by Ernest Dowson. (Only 300 copies 

printed.) Price, $2.00 net. 

IV. —Buy the “ Rape of the Lock.” Price, $2.50 net. 

V.—Buy “ Plays,” by John Davidson. $2.50 net. 

VI.—Buy “ Volpone.” $2.50. Vellum edition, limited to ioocopies, $15.00 net. 

VII.—Buy Beardsley’s “Second Book of Fifty drawings.” $3.50 net. 

VIII.—Buy Beardsley’s “ Early Work.” $10.00. Vellum paper edition 
limited to 120 copies, $20.00 net. 

*** Of the above Boohs only a few copies remain . 


BOOKS FOR SUMHER READING 

SENATOR NORTH. —A Novel of Political Life in Washington. By Mrs. 
Gertrude Atherton. Crown 8vo, $1.50. 

THE CARDINAL’S SNUFF-BOX.— A Novel. By Henry Harland (“ Sidney 
Luska”) author of “ Comedies and Errors,” etc. Crown 8vo, $1.50. 

A SECOND COMING. — By Richard Marsh, author of “The Beetle," etc. 
Crown 8vo, $1.50. 

TRAVELS IN ENGLAND.— By Richard Le Gallienne. With six illus¬ 
trations by Herbert Railton. Crown 8vo, $1.50. 

RUDYARD KIPLING.— A Criticism. By Richard Le Gallienne. With 
a bibliography by John Lane, and a new portrait. Crown 8vo, $1.25- 

THE TRIALS OF THE BANTOCKS.— By G. S. Street, author of “The 

Autobiography of a Boy.” Crown 8vo, $1.25. 

Monthly “Literary Bulletin ” and Complete Spring Announcement List 
sent free on application. 

JOHN LANE, 251 Fifth Avenue, New York. 
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NEW FICTION 


THE CONSPIRATORS 

By ROBERT W. CHAHBERS 

Author of “The King in Yellow,” “Lorraine,” Etc. 

A rattling good love story of to-day. Full of life , action and adventure. 
Though published only a short time ago three editions have already been exhausted. 

Illustrated. Post 8vo, Cloth Ornamental, $1.50. 

A MAN OF HIS ACE 

By HAMILTON DRUMMOND 

Mr. Drummond is a new writer of fiction of the Stanley Weyman type. He 
has already made his mark in England a7id is, without doubt, one of the most 
promising of the younger romantic writers. 

Illustrated. Post 8vo, Cloth Ornamental, $1.25. 

THE PRINCESS SOPHIA 

By E. F. BENSON 

Author of “Mammon & Co.” and “Dodo” 

A fantastic tale of a principality reduced to the verge of Bankruptcy by the 
gambling of its citizens and rulers. It is both amusing and dramatic. 

Post 8vo, Cloth Ornamental, $1.25. 

THE REBEL 

By H. B. MARRIOTT WATzsON 

Author of “Galloping Dick” and “The Princess Xenia” 

In “ The Rebel " Mr. Watson gives us the best work which he has done since 
“Galloping Dick." It is a story of the days of Charles II. with a strong love 
interest and plenty of action . 

Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.50. 

The ACTION and The WORD 

By BRANDER MATTHEWS 

Author of “His Father’s Son,” Vignettes of Manhattan,” Etc. 


Mr. Matthews has taken as the subject for his latest story the infatuation of a 
young society woman for the stage. It is an excellent picture of Ntw York Life. 

Illustrated. Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.50. 




HARPER & BROTHERS, NEW YORK 












From “ Three Men on Wheels.” Copyright, 1900, by Dodd, Mead & Co. 

AT THE KA1SERHOF. 



Recent Books Relating to 

Paris the beautiful, where, some one has 
said, “ all good Americans go when they die,” 
has had its numerous attractions largely added 
to this year with its Exposition of the arts 
and industries of all nations. “ Good Ameri¬ 
cans,” however, are not waiting just now for 
the doubtful chance of viewing in the spirit 
“ the only city in the world worth seeing,” 
but are already emigrating in numbers, sadly 
depleting to our Summer population. 

This vast army of travellers needs guide 
books and the latest information about Paris, 
and some good light reading in the way of 
novels to pack in the hand bag. Nearly every 
publisher has a good guide book to Paris and 
the Exposition or to London or European 
cities, that may be made part of the itinerary. 
All the well known ones have been brought 
up to date with special chapters on the Paris 
Exposition, while many new ones on fresh 
lines have been written, which are good read¬ 
ing for those who may not have the pleasure 
of making the ocean voyage, but may only 
dream about the wonders of the French capi¬ 
tal in the quiet of home. 

The magazines and other periodicals have 
so thoroughly covered the many interesting 
features of the Exposition, through photo¬ 
graphs and graphic descriptive text, that one 
may be recommended to recent issues of any 
well known monthly for details of the Ex¬ 
position itself. The many charming volumes 


Paris and the Paris Exposition. 

on Paris from English and American authors 
all betray a sense of the fascination of living 
in this old and famous city with a deep appre¬ 
ciation of its historical and artistic treasures. 

The art of mediaeval and of renaissance Paris 
are made the subject of Grant Allen’s “ Paris,’ 
one in a new series of historical guide books 
to the principal cities of Europe. The work 
is made on a plan which does not compete or 
clash with existing works, but rather supple¬ 
ments the trusty Baedeker or Murray. Ihe 
information Mr. Allen has gathered and so 
enticingly set forth is mostly historical or 
antiquarian, relating to the architecture, sculp¬ 
ture, painting, and minor arts as displayed in 
the churches, religious houses and public 
monuments of Paris. This should form part 
of the travelling library of every tourist who 
looks upon travel as a means of culture. 

“ Paris As It Is ” is an intimate account of 
its people, its home life and its places of in¬ 
terest, by a self-expatriated American and fav¬ 
orably known newspaper correspondent—Miss 
Katharine De Forest. “ This book,” she says 
herself, “ is perhaps less a guide book than a 
dream book. Certainly it was written, not so 
much to give information as to interprete the 
genius of Paris.” This she does through a 
vivid rose-colored medium and with no un¬ 
certain pen. That she loves the Paris she has 
lived in so long and so recently, and that she 
writes from her own observation and experi- 
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ence, is evident in every page. She tells of 
the theatres, the restaurants, and the great 
shops; of the French home and the French 
men of letters; of the Chamber of Deputies, 
the museums, the studios and much else worth 
knowing in a charmingly attractive style. One 
of the most successful books of the past pub¬ 
lishing season relates to “ Bohemian Paris of 
To-Day.” The author, W. C. Morrow, offers 
an authentic and picturesque study of that 
unconventional student life of the Latin Quar¬ 
ter, with its tragedies and comedies and im¬ 
moralities made familiar to us through a long 
line of French novelists. A wealth of historic 
and literary reminiscences connected with the 
streets and buildings of Paris may be found 
in “ The Stones of Paris,” by Mr. and Mrs. 
Benjamin Ellis Martin, two volumes finely 
illustrated from photographs of the homes and 
haunts of Moliere, La Fontaine, Corneille, 
Racine, Balzac, and Victor Hugo, names rep¬ 
resenting the best in French literature. Tighe 
Hopkins’s “An Idler in Old France” includes 
a new picture of old Paris with its many sali¬ 
ent features. His “ Dungeons of Old Paris ” 
has a thrilling if somewhat gruesome interest. 

Richard Harding Davis wrote “ About 
Paris,” in a book with that name, for which 
Charles Dana Gibson made characteristic il¬ 
lustrations. Mr. Davis gives his impressions 
of the streets of Paris and its show places, the 
grand prix and other characteristic scenes in 
his usual breezy style. The last days of the 
Empire, Mr. Worth and the Commune are the 
dominant topics of “ Some Memoirs of Paris,” 
by T. Adolphus, while to a far more distant 
past we are carried by Lady Jackson’s “ Old 
Paris,” of which a new edition has been is¬ 
sued. Lady Jackson’s work has maintained its 
popularity through many years and against 
many rivals. The romantic interest with 
which she invests her subject and her warmth 


of style and enthusiasm give her book a 
perennial charm. Philip Gilbert Hamerton’s 
“Paris in Old and Present Times,” also shown 
in a new edition, is another of the works of 
so fine a literary quality that the demand for 
it never ceases. It describes many fine old 
buildings of Paris that were sacrificed to the 
improvements of the Second Empire. Stuart 
Henry’s “ Paris Days and Evenings,” a suc¬ 
cession of pen pictures of Parisian out-door 
life of the streets, and Lonergan’s “ Historic 
Churches of Paris ” are rich in special infor¬ 
mation. The latter gives complete descrip¬ 
tions of the churches of Notre-Dame, the 
Sainte Chapelle and the St. Denis. Leaning 
strongly toward the useful and practical is 
“ A Woman’s Paris,” written by an American 
woman for other American women, who wish 
while there “ to do the agreeable things that 
are to do and to avoid the disagreeable things 
that are not to do.” Thackeray’s “ Paris 
Sketch Book ” would be an amusing and sug¬ 
gestive companion while a perfect gold mine 
relative to the Paris of the early years of the 
century remains to be quarried in the works 
of Honore de Balzac. Names and streets 
still stand that he has used in his novels, and 
that one can easily people again with his char¬ 
acters. Daudet and Zola offer equally profita¬ 
ble reading to one in search of realistic pic¬ 
tures of the gay capital. 

The prices of all the books here quoted may 
be found further on under lists of “ Books for 
Summer Reading,” with a special heading— 
“ Books on Paris and London ”—a few relat¬ 
ing to the latter city being included for the 
many who will take it en route. Attention is 
also directed to other lists in this department 
giving the new novels, new books on nature, 
new works of travel and adventure, out-door 
sports and exercises, etc. Readers should al¬ 
so carefully consult the advertising pages. 



From ’‘Bohemian Parts of To-day.” Copyright, 1899, by J. B. Lippincott * Co. 


TAKING PICTURES TO THE SALON. 
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From Death to Life. 

From Brady’s “ The Grip of Honor.” (Scribner.) 

“ Will you please to step up here, sir ? ” 
said Pascoe, the first lieutenant of the Serapis, 
who had the matter in charge, pointing to the 
grating on the rail as they came abreast of it. 

“ It is a fair and easy place from which to 


“ And that is ? ” 

“ Throw away that black cap, sir. Let me 
go with my eyes open.” The lieutenant hesi¬ 
tated a moment. The whole ship’s company 
was filled with admiration for the intrepid and 
gallant Irishman. 

“ Do it for God's sake, Pascoe ! ” whispered 
Coventry, springing up alongside O’Neill and 


From “The Grip of Honor.*’ Copyright. 1900, by Charles Scribner’s Sons. 

“IT SEEMS TO BE MADE OUT PROPERLY.” 


step to heaven, sir, or to the other place as 
well,” said the Irishman, smiling, as he 
stepped on the rail. “ I pray you to tell your 
men to start me on my way with a quick pull 
and a swift run.” Pascoe nodded in compre¬ 
hension. This would be a case in which speed 
would be merciful. 

A boatswain’s mate now stepped up beside 
the prisoner, and bound his feet and hands 
with a lashing. A hangman’s knot had been 
made by expert fingers in the rope leading 
from the yard-arm, and the running noose was 
quickly cast about O’Neill’s neck. 

“ The collar of an ancient order, this,” ob¬ 
served O’Neil, still smiling. “And now one 
last request, sir,” he added, turning to the lieu¬ 
tenant. 


the sailor, who, to avoid him, stepped back and 
stood on the rail by the fore shrouds. 

The officer hesitated a moment, and then 
threw the cap info the w^ater. 

“ I thank you,” said O’Neill huskily. “How 
much time is there ? ” 

“ About two minutes, I think,” said the lieu¬ 
tenant, nervously. 

“ You will run away with the fall at the first 
or last stroke of the bell ? ” 

“ The last, sir.” 

“ No more,” said O’Neill to Coventry, turn¬ 
ing his face in the direction of the shore. The 
deep voice of the white-robed priest alone 
broke the silence,— 

“‘Thou knowest. Lord, the secrets of our 
hearts ; shut not Thy merciful ears to our 
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prayer ; but spare us, Lord most holy, 0 God 
most mighty, 0 holy and merciful Saviour, 
Thou most worthy Judge eternal, suffer us 
not, at our last hour, for any pains of death, to 
fall from Thee/” 

Out on the water a white-sailed little boat 
was speeding swiftly towards them. There 
was a woman in i\ The eyes of love, even in 
the presence of death, are keen, perhaps even 
keener then than ever. It was Elizabeth How¬ 
ard. O’Neill recognized her at once. Good 
Heavens ! Why had she come here ? She 
would arrive in time to see him swinging life¬ 
less from the yard-arm—a hideous sight for 
any woman. He could not take his eyes from 
her. 

“ See ” he whisperd to Coventry, “ that boat 
yonder; she is there.” 

“ My God ! ” said the officer, “ What shall 
we do ? ” 

“ Nothing; it is too late.” 

“ She has something in her hand,” cried 
Coventry. “ What can it be ? ” 

“ Forward, there ! ” cried the captain, watch 
in hand. “ Strike the bell five ! ” 

The mellow tones of the first couplet of 
the ship’s bell rang out in obedience to the 
command. The hour has come ! It was his 
death signal, but O’Neill never turned his 
head from the approaching boat. 

“ Stand by ! ” shouted the lieutenant, in a 
voice he strove in vain to make firm. “ Make 
a quick jerk and a lively run, lads, for God’s 
sake ! ” 

The men grasped the rope more firmly, 
sprang into position for the jump. The next 
couplet was struck on the bell. The boat was 
nearer now. Coventry saw that the womaii 
waved something that looked like a paper in 
her hand. The last stroke of the bell rang 
out on the breathless, silent ship. 

“ Set taut ! ” cried the lieutenant, hoarsely. 
“ The men leaped forward instantly to the 
shrill piping of the boatswain and his mate. 
“ Sway away! ” he cried. 

The tightened rope caught the Irishman by 
the throat. A lightning flash seemed to cleave 
the skies; he saw, as in a vision, a great hall 
hung with arras, a picture-frame, a woman 
radiant, beautiful, her eyes shining, an upraised 
hand; like silver bells a voice murmured, “T 
love him.” She moved—ah, a gigantic hand 
caught him by the throat; he strove to cry 
out ; it clutched him tighter and tighter ; 
blackness like a pall fell before him, shutting 
out the smiling face—death—agony—he saw 
no more—he swung into the air and was 
nothing. 

The quick eye of Major Coventry had de¬ 
tected. at last, what the girl was waving. 

“ That paper,” he cried frantically, as the 
last bell struck. It must be a reprieve; the 
admiral has relented. 

Was it too late ? Quick as thought he 
snatched the sheath-knife from the belt of the 
sailor near him. It was too late to stop the 
men on the rope, even had he possessed the 
power: but as O’Neill rose in the air. he 
caught him around the waist, and with one 
rapid blow severed the straining rope above 
his head. Assisted at once by the sailor 
alongside of him, they lowered the bound, un¬ 
conscious man upon the deck beneath them. 
It was all done in the twinkling of an eye. 
The men on the ship broke out in ringing 
cheers.” 


The Cycle Poster Artist. 

From Jerome’s “Three Men on Wheels” (Dodd, 
Mead & Co.) 

When one comes to think of it, few bicy¬ 
cles do realize the poster. On only one poster 
that I can recollect have I seen the rider rep¬ 
resented as doing any work. But then, this 
man was being pursued by a bull. In ordin¬ 
ary cases the object of the artist is to con¬ 
vince the hesitating neophyte that the sport 
of bicycling consists in sitting on a luxurious 
saddle and being moved rapidly in the direc¬ 
tion you wish to go by unseen Heavenly 
powers. 

Generally speaking, the rider is a lady, and 
then one feels that for perfect bodily rest 
combined with entire freedom from mental 
anxiety, slumber upon a water-bed cannot 
compare with bicycling upon a hilly road. 
No fairy travelling on a summer cloud could 
take things more easily than does the bicycle 
girl, according to the poster. Her costume 
for cycling in hot weather is ideal. Old- 
fashioned landladies might refuse her lunch, 
it is true; and a narrow-minded police force 
might desire to secure her and wrap her in a 
rug preliminary to summonsing her. But 
such she heeds not. Uphill and downhill, 
through traffic that might tax the ingenuity of 
a cat, over road surfaces calculated to break 
the average steam-roller she passes, a vision 
of idle loveliness; her fair hair streaming to 
the wind, her sylph-like form poised airily, 
one foot upon the saddle, the other resting 
lightly upon the lamp. Sometimes she con¬ 
descends to sit down on the saddle; then she 
puts her feet upon the rests, lights a cigarette, 
and waves above her head a Chinese lantern. 

Less often, it is a mere male thing that rides 
the machine. He is not so accomplished an 
acrobat as is the lady; but simple tricks, 
such as standing on the saddle and waving 
flags, drinking beer or beef-tea while riding, 
he can and does perform; something, one sup¬ 
poses, lie must do to occupy his mind. Sit¬ 
ting still hour after hour on this machine, 
having no work to do, nothing to think about, 
must pall upon any man of active tempera¬ 
ment. Thus it is that we see him rising on 
his pedals, as he nears the top of some high 
hill, to apostrophise the sun or address poetry 
to the surrounding scenery. 

Occasionally the poster pictures a pair of 
cyclists: and then one grasps the fact how 
much superior for purposes of flirtation is 
the modern bicycle to the old-fashioned par¬ 
lor or the played-out garden gate. He and 
she mount their bicycles, being careful, of 
course, that they are of the right make. After 
that they have nothing to think about but the 
old sweet tale. Down shady lanes, through 
busy towns on market days, merrily roll the 
wheels of the “ Bermondsev Company’s Bot¬ 
tom Bracket Britain’s Best.” or of the “ Cam¬ 
berwell Comoany’s Jointless Eureka.” They 
need no pedalling: they reciuire no guiding. 
Give them their heads, and tell them what 
time you want to get home, and that is all 
they ask. While Edwin leans from his saddle 
to whisper the dear old nothings in Angelina’s 
ear. while Angelina’s face, to hide its blushes, 
is turned toward the horizon at the back, the 
magic bicycles pursue their even course. 

And the sun is always shining, and the roads 
are always dry! 
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The Bears’ Kindergarten. 

From Seion-Thompson’s “Biography of a Grizzly.” 

(Century Co.) 

They were well acquainted with the com¬ 
mon little brown ants that harbor under logs 
in the uplands, but now they came for the 
first time on one of the hills of the great, fat, 
luscious Wood-ant, and they all crowded 
around to lick up those that ran out. But 
they soon found that they were licking up 
more cactus-prickles and sand than ants, till 
their mother said in Grizzly, “ Let me show 
you how.” ^ 

She knocked off the top of the hill, then 
laid her great paw flat on it for a few mo¬ 
ments, and as the angry ants swarmed on to 
it she licked them up with one lick, and got 
a good rich mouthful to crunch, without a 
grain of sand or a cactus-stinger in it. The 
cubs soon learned. Each put up both his lit¬ 
tle brown paws, so that there was a ring of 
paws all around the ant-hill, and there they 
sat, like children playing “hands,” and each 
licked first the right and then the left paw, or 
one cuffed his brother’s ears for licking a paw 
that was not his own, till the ant-hill was 
cleared out and they were ready for a change. 

Ants are sour food and made the Bears 
thirsty, so the old one led down to the river. 
After they had drunk as much as they wanted, 
and dabbled their feet, they walked down the 
bank to a pool, where the old one’s keen eye 
caught sight of a number of buffalo-fish bask¬ 
ing on the bottom. The water was very low, 
mere pebbly rapids between these deep holes, 
so Mammy said to the little ones: 

“ Now you all sit there on the bank and 
learn something new.” 

First she went to the lower end of the pool 


From "The Biography ot a Grizzly.” 


and stirred un a cloud of mud which hung in 
the still water, and sent a long tail floating 
like a curtain over the rapids just below. 
Then she went quietly round by land, and 
sprang into the upper end of the pool with all 
the noise she could. The fish had crowded 
to that end, but this sudden attack sent them 
off in a panic, and they dashed blindly into 
the mud-cloud. The old Grizzly jerked them 
out to the bank, and the little ones rushed 
noisily on these funny, short snakes that 
could not get away, and gobbled till their lit¬ 
tle bellies looked like balloons. 

They had eaten so much now, and the sun 
was so hot, that all were quite sleepy. So 
the Mother-bear led them to a quiet little 
nook, and as soon as she lay down, though 
they were puffine with heat, they all snuggled 
around her and went to sleep, with their lit¬ 
tle brown paws curled in, and their little 
black noses tucked into their wool as though 
it were a very cold day. 

After an hour or two they began to yawn 
and stretch themselves, except little Fuzz, the 
smallest; she poked out her sharp nose for a 
moment, then snuggled back between her 
mother’s great arms, for she was a gentle, 
petted little thing. The largest, the one af¬ 
terward known as Wahb, sprawled over on 
its back and began to worry a root that stuck 
up, grumbling to himself as he chewed it, or 
slapped it with his paw for not staying where 
he wanted it. Presently Mooney, the mis¬ 
chief. began tugging at Frizzle’s ears, and 
got his own well boxed. They clenched for 
a tussle; then, locked in a tight, little grizzly 
yellow ball, they sprawled over and over on 
the grass, and, before they knew it, down 
a bank, and away out of sight toward the 
river. 


Copyright, 1900, by The Ceutury Co. 



LIKE CHILDREN PLAYING HANDS. 










1026 


The Publishers' Weekly, 


[No. 1478] May 26, 1900 


The Diamond Star-Gazer. 

From Hie he ns's “The Slave” (Herbert S. Stone.) 

The girl was gazing at some jewels. Be¬ 
hind the plate-glass of the shop there was a 
gentle slope of pale amber velvet, over which 
a number of small and shaded electric lights 
shed a strong white radiance. Stretched upon 
this velvet slope were diamonds—a chain, 
earrings, bracelets, a watch, a pendant, a nar¬ 
row crown. They sparkled fiercely and 
glowed with a brilliance that was angry. The 
amber velvet was their humble foil. As they 
shone out to the street they were like con¬ 
temptuous living things, indifferent in their 
glory as a woman who has her foot on the 
world. And the depths of their silver fire 
seemed illimitable. In these depths the ab¬ 
sorbed girl drowned herself with a grave 
earnestness that was like the eagerness of 
sensuality. Her lips parted. Her eyes be¬ 
gan to shine. Her small nostrils widened. 
And then suddenly there floated into her face 
a sort of mist of romance, of the romance of 
jewelled things in which lives light and chang¬ 
ing radiance. She had been intent. She be¬ 
came imaginative. She had been watching— 
a soul in her eyes. She seemed now to be 
thinking—a soul in her heart. The loveli¬ 
ness of dreaming ran over her and the magic 
of desirp. She developed softly into a still 
marvel of expression under the piercing in¬ 
fluence of the angry jewels, which muttered at 
her, and at the indifferent crowd that flowed 
by her, with the impudence of accomplished 
courtesans. 

“ For instance, the future of that girl—can’t 
you read it ? ” 

“ No,” Aubrey said with a cold abruptness. 

“ It will be a future of jewels, a diamond 
future.” 

“ I don’t agree with you,” Aubrey answered 
quickly, and with a flash of anger that startled 
his companion. “ You are utterly wrong—- 
mistaken.” 

As he spoke he moved forward till he stood 
by the girl before the diamonds. He raised 
his hat and addressed some words to her. 
She turned slowly, withdrawing her eyes from 
the jewels as if the action were a renuncia¬ 
tion which hurt her physically. It seemed 
that she was indeed a dreamer who could only 
return from dreamland with pain. But when 
she saw Aubrey, her lips curved upwards in a 
smile and she held out her hand. 

“Aren’t those diamonds pretty ? ” she said 
lightly. 

“Beautiful! Do you want them?” 

This was said for Sir Reuben. 

“ I suppose all women want pretty things, 
now and then, for a moment; and men too.” 

A gleam of coquetry had come into her 
eyes. 

“ Sometimes men want pretty things for 
longer than that,” Aubrey said, lowering his 
voice. 

“ Do they ? ” she answered. “ I thought 
they got tired of—things sooner than women. 
Mv mother always says so. Isn’t she right ? 
Don’t answer. You aren’t certain. I must 
be going. Poor Marie is longing to sit 
down.” 

“ So you know the diamond star-gazer ? ” 
said Sir Reuben as Aubrey joined him. 

“ Everybody knows Lady Caryll Knox,” 
Aubrey answered curtly. 


“ Who is she ? ” 

“ Lord St. Ormyn’s daughter.” 

“ St. Ormyn’s daughter! She will get no 
jewels from him.” 

“Is St. Ormyn as poor as ever?” Sir Reu¬ 
ben asked. 

“ Poorer.” 

“ I should have thought that was impos¬ 
sible. But Lady Caryll won’t be a gover¬ 
ness.” 

“ No ? ” 

“ No. She has made up her mind what her 
life is to be.” 

“ You think so ? ” Aubrey said, crossing 
his long legs with deliberation and speaking 
with a slightly frosty slowness. 

“ I am sure of it.” 

“ And what is it, then ? ” 

“ A vista of jewels.” 

Aubrey shook his head slightly but did not 
speak. Sir Reuben repeated— 

“A vista of jewels such as Aladdin may 
have seen when he descended into the en¬ 
chanted cavern. Imagination is rare in Eng¬ 
lishwomen, but Lady Caryll has it. As she 
looked at those diamonds she saw her jew¬ 
elled life, the life that she desires, that she will 
have. She saw her days of diamonds, of 
blood-red rubies, of sapphire^ like the sky of 
night, of emeralds from the mines of Muzo 
or from the mountains of Sahara, of orange 
and crimson vermilions from the East, and 
spotted turquoises from Persia.” 

“ Did you watch Lady Caryll’s face when 
she was looking at those diamonds ? ” he 
said. 

“ Yes,” said Aubrey. 

“Don’t you think she cares for jewels ?” 

“ As she cares for all beauty. Lady Caryll 
loves what is beautiful. Those diamonds are 
beautiful ; therefore she looked at them, 
merely for that reason.” 

“ And lost herself in their fire ? No, Au¬ 
brey ; she was sunk in a lovely dream of 
light and color, perhaps, but she was facing 
her career also. She was thinking of her 
future as a boy does when he decides on his 
profession. She means to possess jewels, as 
the boy means to possess—what ? The Vic¬ 
toria Cross, perhaps, if he is going to be a 
soldier, or a house in Cavendish Square if he 
is going to be a doctor. And why not ? She 
is like a diamond herself, with that wonderful 
live white complexion, that sparkling hair, and 
those glittering grey eyes..” 

“ You have only seen her once, and you 
don’t understand her at all,” said Aubrey. 

“ I have only seen her once, but I have seen 
many women,” Sir Reuben replied. 

“I hate that judging of sexes in a crowd,” 
he said, “ the women all on one side, the men 
all on the other. In a crowd of a hundred 
women there are a hundred individualities.” 

“ And the same little core—the eternal 
woman—in the heart of each ? Would you 
say that Lady Caryll has it ?” 

“ I say that Lady Caryll is not like ordinary 
girls.” 

“ I agree with you. She has a character far 
more strange and decisive than most girls.” 

“ Strange—yes. she is that.” 

“ Strange as a jewel. And what, after all. 
is stranger than a jewel? Yes, Lady Caryll 
is like a jewel, and you know Aubrey, I un¬ 
derstand jewels.” 
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Enter Her Majesty. 

From Chambers’ “The Con¬ 
spirators.” ( Harper .) 

There came another sound, 
at first far otf, but now near¬ 
er, ever nearer—a dull beat¬ 
ing that grew into a throb, 
then a thudding tattoo, vi¬ 
brating through the night. 

I knew what it was; so did 
Edric. The gendarmes at 
the lower gateways called the 
“ Alert,’’ then rode out to the 
great park gate where, from 
the shrouded woods, a stream 
of torches, one after another, 
flashed along in an irregular 
line. The torches were car¬ 
ried by horsemen, great burly 
fellows on tremendous horses, 
and after them thundered 
squadron after squadron of 
heavy cavalry, the rolling 
shocks of their drumming 
hoof-beats shaking the ter¬ 
race. 

“ It’s the Dutch cavalry ! ” 
shouted Giroux, galloping up 
and waving his arms as I 
hastened down the steps. 1 
saw De Ruyter, gray with 
dust, draw bridle on the lawn 
and bow to his saddle bow 
as, through the flare of the 
torches, between double ranks 
of cavalry, a carriage with 
outriders swept up the drive 
and stopped. Then I saw the 
Duke at the carriage door, 
bareheaded, and the Duchess, 
on her husband’s arm, curt¬ 
seying low, as cheer after 
cheer broke from the crowd¬ 
ing cavalry, and a thousand 
sabres were unsheathed and 
lifted. 

Somebody was stepping daintily from the 
gilded carriage—a young girl wrapped to the 
eyes in furs. She stood for a moment look¬ 
ing up at the chateau, smiling, pensive, silent. 

But the cheers broke out anew and the 
sabre-blades turned and flashed blood-red in 
the torch-light, and the Duke raised his cap 
and cried: 

“ Long live her gracious Majesty, Queen 
Wilhelmina of Holland ! ” 

The cheers swept the ranks like volleys 
along the battle-line. The white marble 
steps, glimmering red under the reflected 
torch-glow, were crowded with brilliant 
throngs now, for the Queen was mounting 
the escalier, slowly, serene, a faint smile 
curving her lips, her eyes and hair brilliant 
in the shifting light. 

Bareheaded I backed against the balus¬ 
trade and bowed; his Excellency bowed be¬ 
side me. and took his place next to a fat 
Dutch general, with mottled cheeks and a 
needle-like mustache. Suddenly there came 
a halt in the long line: the Queen had stopped 
full in the radiance of the terrace lamps, her 
eyes fixed on a figure that stood motionless 
on the terrace—so close that her furs almost 
brushed his breast. The figure was Prince 


From “ The Conspirators ” 


Copyright, 1899, bv Harper & Brothers. 


THE QUEEN HAD STOPPED FULL IN THE RADIANCE OF THE 
TERRACE LAMPS. 


Edric; and if his face was pale, hers was 
whiter still. The next instant the Queen 
had passed. % 


The Music of My Dreams. 

From “The Prose of Edward Rowland Sill.” 

( Houghton, Mifflin & Co.) 

This habitual presentation in the mind of 
these broken, wavering melodies, always on 
a half-fierce and half-pathetic minor key, 
had continued for some ten years when I 
made my first acquaintance, by chance, with 
t)ie folk-music of the Welsh. It was on a 
Cunarder in mid-ocean, on the voyage to 
Liverpool. One evening I was loitering up 
and down the deck in the warm moonlight, 
when a group of steerage passengers, sitting 
or reclining about the foot of the foremast, 
began to sing in a low and half-unconscious 
strain in the midst of their talk. They were, 
it seems, Welsh people, who were choosing 
this particular time to revisit the fatherland 
because of an approaching Eisteddfod, some¬ 
where in South Wales. It was. I perceived 
instantly, the “ music of my dreams.” To 
the best of mv knowledge and belief, I had 
never heard these tunes, or any such tunes. 
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From “ Ouirda.'’ Copyright, 1900, by Drtxel Biddle. 

COUNTESS LOVEAU DE CHAVANNE. 


sung, whistled, or played anywhere before. 
It had so happened that I had never lived 
in or near any Welsh settlements. I had 
never chanced to make the acquaintance 
of so much as one solitary Welsh person, so 
far as I know. Yet here, sung by these re¬ 
turning Cymric exiles in the yellow moon¬ 
light, as we rose and fell on the gently heav¬ 
ing waves—here were the very strains that 
had for years been floating, unbidden and 
recognized, through my brain. I do not 
mean to say that the precise phrases and 
cadences were here. But the character, the 
musical moods and tenses, the tone-color, 
were the same. 

My explanation of the fact is simple, but 
to most will probably be incredible. I have 
Welsh blood in my family, far back on my 
mother’s side. By some freak of heredity 
the music of my Welsh ancestors has come 
down through six, eight, or ten generations, 
as a dormant germ, and come to life again— 
a dim, somnolent, imperfect life, to be sure— 
in a corner of my brain. 

Regilding a Coronet of Europe. 

From the Countess dc Chavannc’s “Ouirda.” 

(Drcxcl Biddle.) 

“ You are a good actor. Monsieur le Comte,” 
said Madame Montfort, “ but you cannot de¬ 
ceive me. Listen! You can have a grand 
future if you desire. I know your past life, 
and I am familiar with the details of your 
present embarrassment. I divine the desper¬ 
ate intent lurking in your thoughts at this 
very moment.” She stopped, then asked, al¬ 
most in a whisper, “ Would you have any ob¬ 
jection to marriage?” 


“ Good heavens, Madame; you 
say you know all my present dif¬ 
ficulties, and yet you ask me such 
a question. Who would have me 
—some poor girl that I could not 
even feed?” 

“No, a very pretty girl very rich, 
splendidly connected, who will at 
once put you in a position to at¬ 
tain all you may desire, free you 
from all your liabilities, and rein¬ 
state you in your former prestige.” 

“ Vraiment, Madame! How shall 
it be accomplished, and what are 
the terms ? ” he asked, lowering 
his voice. 

“ Fifty thousand francs to me on 
your wedding-day and the same 
amount in three months’ time.” 

She continued to talk, but the 
Count was not listening. He 
looked about the superb room, so 
full of reminders of the past great¬ 
ness of his family; then he thought, 
of the multitude of obligations that 
were threatening him on every 
side, and of the only release, sui¬ 
cide ! But now another chance of 
life was offered to him. He could 
once more set his foot on the world 
that had ruined him, and had driv¬ 
en him to such desperation. 

He turned to Madame Montfort 
and asked for a clearer explana¬ 
tion. She again repeated— 

“ Fiftv thousand francs down, 
and the same amount in three 
months’ time, to be paid out of your wife’s 
dowry.” 

“ Listen,” she continued. “ I thought of you 
and have already talked in your favor to the 
young lady. I know she would like a title; 
all young girls do. I could have found any 
number of titled gentlemen, but I preferred 
you. You are a beau gargon; it will appear 
more romantic. And then I like you.” 

So far no name had been mentioned. The 
Count now inquired the lady’s name. Mad¬ 
ame Montfort arose. 

“ Pardonnez-moi, Monsieur ! ” she said, 
handing him a document. “After this con¬ 
tract is signed.” 

The Count took the paper from her hand, 
glanced carefully over its contents, and re¬ 
marked— 

“ I see you have not forgotten anything.” 

After a moment’s hesitation and reflection, 
he said slowly— 

“ I accept the conditions, and will sign your 
contract.” 

“ Tres bien! Count, you are wise, and I 
will now tell you how fortunate you are. The 
young ladv in question is Miss Ouirda Win¬ 
ston. la belle Americaine.” 

Madame Montfort arose, and extended her 
hand for the contract which the Count had 
signed. 

“ Au revoir.” she said, and withdrew, leav¬ 
ing on the table beside him an envelope con¬ 
taining ten one-thousand-franc notes. 

When the Count realized that he was again 
alone, and that the last hour had not been a 
dream, he walked slowly to one of the win¬ 
dows. pushed aside the heavy draperies and 
looked out. Musing to himself, he said— 

“ So! It is that fair Miss Winston, that 
tall, graceful girl that walks with such a 
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queenly step; the protege of that nroud aristo¬ 
cratic Marquise de Verville; that beautiful 
American girl who has turned the heads and 
won the hearts of half the young men in Paris. 
Well, she or some other, what matters it? 
The girl was a small part of the bargain.” 


A Mexican Sunset. 

From Embree’s “A Dream of a Throne ( Little, 
Brown & Co.) 

Few are the spots where the sunsets are 
such as these. The red ball came to the moun¬ 
tain's summit and seemed to rest a moment 
as balancing himself on that jagged line of 
porphyry, glaring, a monstrous eye of fire 
that poured light over all the lake till the 
thirty vessels, outraging the region’s majestic 
peace, were thirty burning coals in the red 
flood. The great circuit of peaks round all 
the two hundred and fifty miles of the water’s 
circumference lit a thousand fires. That por¬ 
phyry gleamed with every shade of color from 
dazzling white, to emerald, to blue, to purple, 
to the red of red blood. Fleecy clouds glis¬ 
tened with the tints of shells : vapor banks in 
the west towered dark with blazing edges 
Streamers of flame lay 
stretched over the zenith. 

Even the east answered 
with fleeting fires. 

The red ball was gone 
and the fires were fading. 

She put her hand for the 
twentieth time over her 
eyes and looked away to 
the west. And the white 
mist was there—the mist 
she knew—far away, flee¬ 
cy, beautiful; but to her 
it was another and a 
heavier grief. She knew 
the wind was coming. 

Rodrigo saw it too. 

Nearly every evening 
from September to June 
while the dry season lasts 
the wind comes up from 
the west. It usually ar¬ 
rives at sunset or a little 
after or a little before. 

It is sometimes much 
later, and rarely it comes 
not at all. He had 
counted on something 
near a certainty. His 
heart bounded when he 
saw that mist. There 
were six boats left to 
load and the one from 
Ajicjic was near at hand. 

He spurred his men on to 
double efforts. The 
knowledge of a quickly 
coming wind was like 
wine to them. The first 
three of the six canoas 
were brought up. The 
white mist was a little 
larger and a little whiter. 

There came, out of the 
mist of the sunset’s beau¬ 
ties, a little breeze. It 
struck the cheek with a 
sudden coolness. And 


as suddenly as a pebble might have stirred it 
the water crinkled like crepe. The breeze con¬ 
tinued dallying, wonderfully light. The mist 
came a little closer and then suddenly dis¬ 
persed. Then the wind was there, blowing 
hair about sweating faces, cotton skirts about 
the limbs of women, dust from the road. The 
crinkled water rose of a sudden in small 
waves, and the vessels were lifted and sank. 

The one from Ajicjic arrived and the load¬ 
ing of the last three was entered upon. The 
waves from this time increased gradually and 
not slowly. This last loading was very diffi¬ 
cult. The planks rose and sank irregularly, 
the vessels heaved, the horses made trouble. 
But a stern determination entered the men. 
Twenty or thirty soldiers seized each ship 
and literally by main force kept it from de¬ 
molishing its bridge or dashing itself against 
a rock. The beasts were hauled, pushed, car¬ 
ried, half thrown into the canoas. With a 
final ringing shout the thing was done. 

The girl on the mountain could no longer 
sit where she had been. She must stand. 
There was in her now a restlessness such as 
she had never known. She mechanically 
counted the vessels loaded. 


From “ A Dream of a Throne.” Copyright,1900. by Little, Brown <fe Co. 

“TOUCH ME IF YOU DARE.” 
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Science Can’t Buck Against Luck. 

From Kiser’s “Georgie.” (Small, Maynard & Co.) 

It was maw’s Birth day yesterday, so Uncle 
wesley and Aunt grace came Over for dinner. 

“ I tell you what,” paw said in the evening, 
“ we ot to Have one of our old-fashund 
games of cards, where you take your partner’s 
Best and play it alone.” 

Uncle wesley and Aunt grace said all rite, 
so after maw Put Little albert to bed they 
got the table Out and commenced. Paw and 
Aunt grace played against maw and Uncle 
wesley. 

I sat beside Uncle wesley to Find out about 
the game, and the first thing I new he slipped 
the Joker in my hand and winked at me when 
paw wasn’t looking. 

Paw he took it up and Uncle wesley traded 
anuther card to me for the Joker, and I guess 
paw would of got thru all rite if they would 
of let him have a fair sho. 

“ Well that’s once,” paw savs, “ but the 
Game’s yung yet.” 

Nearly every hand Uncle wesley would 
gather up the cards and slip the joker To me 
and beat paw, and I saw it wasn’t making paw 
glad. 

“ It’s very strange how cards run some¬ 
times,” he said after he got youkerd about ten 
times, “ But it only shows you can’t buck 
against luck. Sposing we Play sumthing else.” 

“ All right,” Uncle wesley anserd, “ only I 
thot you were a nexpert at this game.” 



From “Georgie." Copyright. 1W0 by Small, Maynard A Co. 


THE TUPP. 


“ I don’t pretend to be a nexpert at enny 
game,” paw told him, “ but I think I no a few 
Things about how cards ot to be played when 
you Have them in your hand. Just to sho 
you How easv it is for syunce to beat Hap 
hazzard playing when things get to Going 
even I’ll play you a few more games. Cards 
can’t run that way all the time.” 

Then Uncle wesley gave me the Joker again, 
and paw rinkled his forrid and looked Like 
if he was trying not to smile and sed: 

“I gess I’ll play it alone. Partner giniiny 
your Best.” 

Uncle wesley took my Joker and maw’s Best 
and played it alone against paw, and if Paw 
would of got two more Tricks Uncle wesley 
wouldn’t of won. Paw sat Back and looked 
like a body feels when they are up stairs and 
think they ain’t, and sed: 

“Wes, it’s kind of Strange how you get 
that joker every time.” 

“ Oh, I don’t no,” Uncle wesley told him; 
“ I hope vou don’t think I’d cheat over a 
friendly little Game do you? ” Then he gave 
me a knudge, with his nee. 

“ Oh, I no you’re not Cheating,” paw anserd. 
“ Nobody ever cheated me at cards yet. I 
no a Little too much about the game for 
that. It’s the way the cards run, That’s all. 
I never had such luck in my life Before. But 
go ahed. Peeole that can’t play always have 
the Luck on their side at first, but it’s got to 
Change some time.” 

Maw delt and paw ordered her Up. Then 
Uncle wesley played the Joker and a nace 
after Maw had one trick, and Paw grabbed 
up the cards and threw them all on the flore, 
and sed he wouldn’t Play the game enny more 
becoz they was no syunce in it. 

“ Why, paw,” maw says, “ I’m surprised at 
you getting in a Temper over a game of 
cards.” 

“ I’m not in enny temper,” paw said. “Just 
to sho you, I’ll get some other cards, and then 
we’ll see.” 

After he delt out the new ones maw played 
it alone, and Uncle wesley handed her the 
joker. He happened to Get it fair that time, 
and maw took everything. 

Paw kind of scrooched down in his chair 
and Looked over the top of his glasses at me 
becoz I had to laff out, and sed: 

“It’s offle funny, isn’t it? I gess You bet¬ 
ter go to bed.” 

“ Oh, let him stay up awhile,” maw told 
him, and Uncle wesley and Aunt grace sed 
they wasn’t enny use being too strict, so paw 
didn’t say enny more till the next hand. He 
took it up and didn’t Get a trick. Then he 
skooped up all the cards and threw them in 
the grate. 

“ You don’t think I didn’t play a square 
Game, do you ? ” Uncle wesley ast. 

“ Oh, what’s the use talking about it,” paw 
anserd pretty disgusted. “I hope you don’t 
s’pose I care a Cent about a little thing like 
this, only it gets Kind of tiresome never to 
have a Decent card in your hand. I never 
lose my temper Over cards, but when a Per¬ 
son that knows how can’t beat a cupple of 
peeple that haven’t enny more idea about it 
than a cat has About politicks, what’s the 
use ? ” 
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From “Bird Studies with a Camera.” Copyright, 1900, by D. Appleton & Co. 


YOUNG GUILLEMOTS. 


The Charm of Bird Photography. 

From Chapman’s “ Bird Studies with a Camera.” 

C Appleton .) 

As a one-time sportsman, who yielded to 
none in his enjoyment of the chase, I can 
affirm that there is a fascination about the 
hunting of wild animals with a camera as 
far ahead of the pleasure to be derived from 
their pursuit with a shotgun or rifle as the 
sport found in shooting Quail is beyond that 
of breaking clay “ Pigeons.” Continuing 
the comparison, from a sportsman’s stand¬ 
point, hunting with a camera is the highest 
development of man’s inherent love of the 
chase. 

The killing of a bird with a gun seems 
little short of murder after one has at¬ 
tempted to capture its image with a lens. 
The demands on the skill and patience of 
the bird photographer are endless, and his 
pleasure is intensified in proportion to the 
nature of the difficulties to be overcome, and 
in the event of success it is perpetuated by 
the infinitely more satisfactory results ob¬ 
tained. He does not rejoice over a bag of 
mutilated flesh and feathers, but in the pos¬ 
session of a trophy—an eloquent token of 
his prowess as a hunter, a talisman which 
holds the power of revivifying the circum¬ 
stances attending its acquisition. 

What mental vision of falling birds can 
be as potent as the actual picture of living 
birds in their homes? And how immeasur¬ 
ably one’s memories are brightened by the 
fact that this is not a picture of what has 
been but of what is! 


The camera thus opens the door to a 
field of sport previously closed to those who 
love birds too much to find pleasure in kill¬ 
ing them; in whom Bob-White’s ringing 
whistle does not give rise to murderous 
speculations as to the number in his family, 
but to an echo of the season’s joy which his 
note voices. They therefore have a new in¬ 
centive to take them out of doors; for how¬ 
ever much we love Nature for Nature’s sake, 
there are few of us whose pleasure in an out¬ 
ing is not intensified by securing some def¬ 
inite, lasting result. 

We are not all poets and seers, finding 
sufficient reward for a hard day’s tramp in 
a sunset glow or the song of a bird. Enjoy 
these things as we may, who would not like 
to perpetuate the one or the other in some 
tangible form? 

And here we have one of the reasons for 
the collecting of birds and eggs long after 
the collector’s needs are satisfied. He goes 
on duplicating and reduplicating merely to 
appease the almost universal desire to pos¬ 
sess any admired although useless object. 
Once let him appreciate, however, the pleas¬ 
ure of hunting with a camera, the greater 
skill required, and the infinitely greater 
value of the results to be obtained, and he 
will have no further use for gun, climbing 
irons, and egg drill. 

Furthermore, the camera hunter possesses 
the advantage over the so-called true sports¬ 
man, in that all is game that falls to his 
gun; there is not a bird too small or too 
tame to be unworthy of his attention; nor 
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are there seasonal restrictions to be ob¬ 
served, nor temptations to break game laws, 
but every day in the year he is free to go 
afield, and at all times he may find some¬ 
thing to claim his attention. 

Finally, there is to be added to the special 
charm of bird photography the general 
charm attending the use of the camera. 
Thousands of people are finding pleasure 
in the comparatively prosaic employment of 
photographing houses, bridges, and other 
patiently immovable objects wholly at the 
earner ist’s mercy. Imagine then the far 
greater enjoyment of successes not only of 
real value in themselves, but undeniable trib¬ 
utes to one’s skill both as photographer and 
hunter. 


A Miss of Great Fortune. 

From Weyman’s “ Sophia.” (Longmans, G. & Co.) 

Her eyes fell on the book that lay open on 
the seat of the settle. Thinking, “ He has 
read this to-day—his was the last hand that 
touched it—on this page his eyes rested,” 
Sophia stooped for it, and holding it care¬ 
fully that she might keep the place for him, 
reverently, for it was his, she carried it to the 
light. The title at the head of the page was 
The Irish Register. The name smacked so 
little of diversion, she thought it a political 
tract—for the book was thin, no more than 
fifty pages or so; and she was setting it back 
on the table when her eye, in the very act of 
leaving the page, caught the glint, as it were, 
•of a name. Beside the name, on the margin, 
were a few pencilled words and figures; but 
.these, faintly scrawled, she did not heed at 
the moment. 

“ Cochrane, the Lady Elizabeth ? ” she mut¬ 
tered, repeating the name that had caught her 
eye, “ How strange! What can the book have 
to do with Lady Betty? It must be some kind 
of peerage. But she is not Irish ! ” 

To settle the question, she raised the book 
anew to the light, and saw that it consisted 
of a list of persons’ names arranged in order 
of rank. Only—which seemed odd—all the 
names were ladies’ names. Above Cochrane, 
the Lady Elizabeth, appeared Cochrane, the 
Lady Anne; below came Coke, the Lady Cath¬ 
erine, and after each name the address of the 
lady followed if she were a widow, of her 
parents or guardians if she were unmarried. 

Sophia wondered idly what it meant, and 
with half her mind bent on the matter, the 
other half intent on the coming of a footstep, 
she turned back to the title-page of the book. 
She found that the fuller description there 
printed ran The Irish Register, or a list of 
the Duchess Dowagers, Countesses, Widow 
Ladies, Maiden Ladies, Widozvs, and Misses 
of Great Fortunes in England, as registered 
by the Dublin Society. 

Even then she was very, very far from un¬ 
derstanding. But the baldness of the descrip¬ 
tion sent a chill through her. Misses of large 
fortunes in England! As fortunes went, she 
was a miss of large fortune. Perhaps that 
was why the words grated upon her; why her 
heart sank, and the room seemed to grow 
darker. Turning to look at the cover of the 
book, she saw a slip of paper inserted towards 
the end to keep a place. It projected only an 


eighth of an inch, but she marked it, and 
turned to it; something or other—it may have 
been only the position of the paper in that 
part of the book, it may have been the pres¬ 
ence of the book in her lover’s room—fore¬ 
warning her; for in the act of turning the 
leaves, and before she came to v the marker, 
she knew what she would find. 

And she found it. First, her name, “ Mait¬ 
land, Miss Sophia, at the Hon. Mr. Northey’s 
in Arlington Street.” Then—yes, then, for 
that was not all or the worst—down the nar¬ 
row margin, starting at her name, ran a note, 
written faintly, in a hand she knew; the same 
hand that had penned her one love letter, the 
hand from which the quill had fallen in the 
rapture of anticipation, the hand of her “ hum¬ 
ble, adoring lover. Hector, Count Plomer! ” 

She knew that the note would tell her all, 
and for a moment her courage failed her; 
she dared not read it. Her averted eyes 
sought instead the cupboard in the lower 
wainscot, which she had fancied the hiding 
place of the Jacobite cipher, the muniment 
chest where lay, intrusted to his honor, the 
lives and fortunes of the Beauforts and Or¬ 
mondes, the Wynns and Cottons and Cecils. 
Was the cupboard that indeed? Or—what 
was it? The light reflected from the surface 
of the panels told her nothing, and she low¬ 
ered the book and stood pondering. If the 
note proved to be that which she still shrank 
from believing it, what had she done? Or 
rather, what had she not done? What warn¬ 
ings had she not despised, what knowledge 
had she not slighted, what experience had she 
not overridden? How madly, how viciously, 
in the face of advice, in the face of remon¬ 
strance, in modesty’s own despite, had she 
wrought her confusion, had she flung her¬ 
self into the arms of this man! This man 
who—but that was the question! 

She asked herself trembling, was he what 
this book seemed to indicate, or was he what 
she had thought him? Was he villain, or 
hero? Fortune-hunter, or her true lover? 
The meanest of tricksters, or the high-spir¬ 
ited, chivalrous gentleman, laughing at dan¬ 
ger and smiling at death, in whom great 
names and a great cause were content to 
place their trust? 

At last she nerved herself to learn the an¬ 
swer to the question. The wicks of the can¬ 
dles were burning long; she snuffed them 
anew, and holding the book close to the light, 
read the words that were delicately traced 
beside her name. 


The Duel on the Beach. 

From Balfour’s “Vengeance Is Mine.” (New 
Amsterdam Book Co.) 

At a distance of twenty paces, each with a 
pistol in his hand and another lying loaded 
at his feet, with no seconds, and with, as they 
thought, no witnesses, the grandsons of the 
old Jacobite faced one another, intent on set¬ 
tling their differences with powder and shot. 

Neither was in a happy frame of mind, but 
one alone appeared agitated. 

No man can drink brandy to excess and 
have a clear head and a steady hand, and 
when in addition that man has an accusing 
conscience and a cool and collected adversary, 
his nerves are not likely to be composed. 
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So Geoffrey Darroch sweated with anxiety 
rather than fear, despite the cold, and Neil, 
looking into his face, could find it in his 
heart to pity him. He had no intention of 
trying to kill the man who reigned in Ian 
Darroch’s stead, but he hoped to give him a 
lesson and make him apologize, for Neil 
prided himself on his obstinacy and grim de¬ 
termination. He was yet to learn how futile 
these might be, how a man may be stripped 
naked of all his little fads, his accumulated 
mannerisms and oddities, ay, and be broken 
in spirit and bereft even of intellect itself, by 
relentless fate. 

Although without experience in affairs of 
honor, he was a good marksman. Half his 
time as a boy had been spent in amusing him¬ 
self with one of those fine steel pistols, claw- 
butted and inlaid with silver, which Highland 
gentlemen carried as far as Derby, and used 
in vain on the moor of Drummossie. 

He had himself well under control; he had 
right on his side, but he was miserable. He 
knew now how madly he loved Kate Ingleby. 
He was astonished at his own ardor, this 
man who sneered at the sex and had known 
only how frail they could become. He had 
reasoned and argued with this insane fancy, 
as at first he called it, but in vain. That 
sweetly serious face with merry hazel eyes, 
that voice with its faint drawl and its powers 
of song, the lissom, upright figure, the girl’s 
naivete, her want of conventionalism and 
stiffness, the airs and graces, all held him in 
thraldom. 

And now he was going to run the risk of 
leaving her forever. An interest had come 
into his life, the life he might be about to 
quit. He shook himself free of such gloomy 
thoughts. He would not, he could not be¬ 


lieve it. He had fashioned his own charac¬ 
ter with the greatest care, and was the work 
of years to be snuffed out by yonder bulky, 
roystering toper, who openly laughed at his 
father’s country, and made a mock of every¬ 
thing he held sacred? 

As there was no one to give the signal, 
Geoffrey had proposed a plan to which Neil 
had agreed. Each was to have two pistols, 
one placed on the sand, the other held in 
the hand. Each was to discharge the latter 
in the air and then to stoop, pick up the re¬ 
maining weapon, and as rapidly as possible 
to take aim and fire. 

Naturally enough, on hearing this curious 
suggestion, Neil had demurred. He would 
have to rely wholly on the honor of his step¬ 
brother. He quietly said as much to Geoff¬ 
rey, but he had mistaken his man. 

“ Pardon me, Mr. Darroch,” the latter had 
replied, with the gravity of a half-sobered 
man, “ I recognize I am dealing with a per¬ 
son of birth, even if he be half a foreigner 
and a Scotch lawyer. I trust you. Is it, 
therefore, too much to ask you to believe 
that I shall act in good faith ? ” 

Like one report sounded the discharge 
of the second pistols, but one man alone 
fell, tottering backwards and sinking to the 
sand as his knees gave way. 

Geoffrey Darroch stood like one dazed, 
with the smoking weapon in his hand. 
Then, as he saw the motionless figure 
stretched out before him, the pistol dropped 
from his grasp; he gave a shuddering sigh, 
half of relief, half of horror, and approached 
the body, his knees trembling, his face ashen, 
his very lips white and dry. He was bend¬ 
ing over it when he heard the sound of soft, 
pattering footsteps. 



From “ Vengeance Is Mine.” Copyright, 1900, by The New Amsterdam Book Co. 


THE DUEL ON THE BEACH. 
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A True Gentlewoman. 

From Fowler’s “The Farringdons.” (Appleton.) 

“ Caleb Bateson is a very ignorant man: 
he says Penny-lope.” 

“ Says what. Elisabeth ? ” 

“ Penny-lope. I was showing him a book 
the other day about Penelope—the woman 
with the web, you know—and he called her 
Penny-lope. I didn’t like to correct him, but 
I said Penelope afterward as often and as 
loud as I could.” 

“ That was very ill-bred of you. Come 
here, Elisabeth.” 

The child came and stood by the old lady’s 
chair, and began playing with a bunch of seals 
that were suspended by a gold chain from 
Miss Farringdon’s waist. It was one of Elisa¬ 
beth’s little tricks that her fingers were never 
idle when she was talking. 

“ What have I taught you are the two chief 
ends to which every woman should aim, my 
child?” 

“ To be first a Christian and then a gentle-' 
woman,” quoted Elisabeth glibly. 

“ And how does a true gentlewoman show 
her good breeding?” 

“ By never doing or saying anything that 
could make anyone else feel uncomfortable,” 
Elisabeth quoted again. 

“ Then do you think that to display your 
own knowledge by showing up another per¬ 
son’s ignorance would make that person feel 
comfortable, Elisabeth?” 

“ No, Cousin Maria.” 

“ Knowledge is not good breeding, remem¬ 
ber; it is a far less important matter. A true 
gentlewoman may be ignorant; but a true gen¬ 
tlewoman will never be inconsiderate.” 

Elisabeth hung her head. “ I see.” 

“If you keep your thoughts fixed upon the 
people to whom you are talking, and never 
upon yourself, you will always have good 
manners, my child. Endeavor to interest and 
not to impress them.” 

“ You mean that I must talk about their 
things and not about mine?” 

“ More than that. Make the most of any 
common ground between yourself and them; 
make the least of any difference between 
yourself and them; and, above all, keep stren¬ 
uously out of sight any real or fancied su¬ 
periority you may possess over them. I al¬ 
ways think that Saint Paul’s saying, ‘ To the 
weak became I as weak/ was the perfection 
of good manners.” 

“ I don’t think I quite understand.” 

Miss Farringdon spoke in parables. “ Then 
listen to this story. There was once a com¬ 
mon soldier who raised himself from the 
ranks and earned a commission. He was 
naturallv very nervous the first night he dined 
at the officer’s mess, as he had never dined 
with gentlemen before, and he was afraid of 
making some mistake. It happened that the 
wine was served while the soup was yet on 
the table, and with the wine the ice. The 
poor man did not know what the ice was for, 
so took a lump and put it in his soup.” 

Elisabeth laughed. 

“ The younger officers began to giggle, as 
you are doing,” Miss Farringdon continued; 
“ but the colonel, to whom the ice was handed 
next, took a lump and put it in his soup also; 


and then the young officers did not want to 
laugh any more. The colonel was a perfect 
gentleman.” 

•• it seems to me,” said Elisabeth thought¬ 
fully, “ that you’ve got to be good before you 
can be polite.” 

“ Politeness appears to be what goodness 
really is,” replied Miss Farringdon, “ and is 
an attitude rather than an action, b ine breed¬ 
ing is not the mere learning of any code of 
manners, any more than gracefulness is the 
mere learning of any kind of physical exer¬ 
cise. The gentleman apparently, as the Chris¬ 
tian really, looks not on his own things, but 
on the things of others; and the selfish person 
is always both unchristian and ill-bred.’ 

Elisabeth gazed wistfully up in Miss Far¬ 
ringdon’s face. “ I should like to be a real 
gentlewoman, Cousin Maria; do you think I 
ever shall be?” 


We Two Were Alone on the Beach. 

From Johnston’s “To Have and To Hold.” ( Hough - 
ton, Mifflin & Co.) 

An islet, shaped like the crescent moon, 
rose from out the sea before us. We needed 
water, and so we felt our way between the 
horns of the crescent into the blue crystal of 
a fairy harbor. One low hill, rose-colored 
from base to summit, with scarce a hint of the 
green world below that canopy of giant bloom, 
a little silver beach with wonderful shells up¬ 
on it, the sound of a waterfall and a lazy 
surf—we smelt the fruits and the flowers, and 
a longing for the land came upon us. Six 
men were left on the ship, and all besides 
went ashore. Some rolled the water casks 
toward the sound of the cascade; others 
plunged into the forest, to return laden with 
strange and luscious fruits, birds, guanas, 
conies—whatever eatable thing they could lay 
hands upon; others scattered along the beach 
to find turtle eggs, or, if fortune favored them, 
the turtle itself. They laughed, they sang, 
they swore, until the isle rang to their merri¬ 
ment. Like wanton children, they called to 
each other, to the screaming birds, to the 
echoing bloom-draped hill. 

I spread a square of cloth upon the sand, 
in the shadow of a mighty tree that stood at 
the edge of the forest, and the King’s Ward 
took her seat upon it, and looked, in the gol¬ 
den light of the sinking sun, the very spirit 
of the isle. By this we two were alone on 
the beach. The hunters for eggs, led by 
Diccon, were out upon the farthest gleaming 
horn; from the wood came the loud laughter 
of the fruit gatherers, and a most rollicking 
song issuing from the mighty chest of Mas¬ 
ter Jeremy Sparrow. With the woodsmen 
had gone my lord. 

I walked a little way into the forest, and 
shouted a warning to Sparrow against ven¬ 
turing too far. When I returned to the giant 
tree and the cloth in the shadow of its outer 
branches, my wife was writing on the sand 
with a pointed shell. She had not seen or 
heard me, and I stood behind her and read 
what she wrote. It was my name. She wrote 
it three times, slowly and carefully; then she 
felt my presence, glanced swiftly up, smiled, 
rubbed out my name, and wrote Sparrow’s, 
Diccon’s, and the King’s in succession. “ Lest 
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From ‘ The Reign of Law.” Copyright, 1900, by The Macmillan Co. 

THE EARLIEST SOWER OF HEMP GOES FORTH INTO THE FIELDS. 


I should forget to make my letters,” she ex¬ 
plained. 

I sat down at her feet, and for some time 
we said no word. The light, falling between 
the heavy blooms, cast bright sequins upon 
her dress and dark hair. The blooms were 
not more pink than her cheeks, the recesses 
of the forest behind us not deeper or darker 
than her eyes. The laughter and the song 
came faintly to us now. The sun was low 
in the west, and a wonderful light slept upon 
the sea. 


From Knowledge to Love. 

From James Lane Allen’s “Reign of Law.” 

{Macmillan.) 

And now, floating to him through that mist 
in his brain, as softly as a nearing melody, as 
radiantly as dawning light, came the image of 
Gabriella: after he had finished with Knowl¬ 
edge he was ready for Love. But knowledge, 
truth and wisdom before every other earthly 
passion—that was the very soul of David. His 
heart thrilled and yearned for her now, in this 
closing hour, when everything else done— 
field-work, stable-work, wood-cutting, filial 
duties, study—when at last he was alone with 
himself and with the thought of her, taking 
heed of her solely, hearkening only to his life’s 
need of her. In all his rude existence she 
was the only being he had ever known who 
seemed to him worthy of a place in the com¬ 
pany of his great books. Had summons come 
to pack his effects to-morrow and, saying 
good-bye to everything else, start on a jour¬ 
ney to the congenial places where his mighty 
masters lived and wrought, he would have 
wished her alone to go with him, sharer of 
life’s loftiness. Her companionship wherever 
he might be—to have just that; to feel that 
she was always with him, and always one with 
him; to be able to turn his eyes to hers before 


some vanishing firelight at an hour like this, 
with deep rest near him side by side! 

He lingered over the first time he had ever 
seen her; that last winter twilight in the town, 
the roofs and chimneys of the houses, half¬ 
white, half-brown with melting snow, outlined 
against the low red sunset sky. He had not 
long before left the room in the university 
where his trial had taken place, and where he 
had learned that it was all over with him. He 
was passing along one of the narrow cross 
streets when at a certain point his course was 
barred by a heap of fresh cedar boughs, just 
thrown out of a wagon. Some children were 
gay and busy, carrying them through the side 
doors, the sexton aiding. Other children in¬ 
side the lighted church were practising a carol 
to organ music; the choir of their voices 
swelled out through the open doors, and some 
of the little ones tugging at the cedar took up 
the strain. 

She was standing on the low steps of the 
church, to one side, urging on the children. 
In one hand she held an unfinished wreath, 
and she was binding the dark, shining leaves 
with the other. A swarm of snowflakes, scarce 
more than glittering crystals, danced merrily 
about her head and flecked her black fur 
on one shoulder. As David, not very mindful 
just then of whither he was going, stepped 
forward across the light and paused before the 
pile of cedar boughs, she scarcely looked at 
him. But as she went on binding her leaves, 
she said to him, laughing softly as if to her- 
self:— 

“Jump over ! Oh, help to bring them in !” 

As he made no reply and for a moment 
didn’t move, she glanced quickly at him, re¬ 
gretting the freedom of her words. When she 
saw his face, he saw the joy go out of hers; 
and he felt, as he turned off, that something 
quitted her and went with him along the black 
street: alone, he seemed not alone any more. 
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Young America in a Hotel Poom. 

From Bangs’s " The Mantel-Piece Minstrels 
(A. H. Russell.) 

Jimmieboy was living in a great big hotel 
which, while it contained no banisters on 
which he could slide, he liked very much be¬ 
cause there were nineteen different kinds of 
dessert on the bill-of-fare every day, and 
buckwheat cakes always for breakfast. 

“ That’s the way to have things,” said 
Jimmieboy. “ I like home very much, but 
when it comes to meals hotels are much 
nicer.” 

Aside from the desserts and the elevator 
boy, with whom he was on great terms, there 
was another thing about hotel life which 
pleased Jimmieboy very much, and that was 
the remarkable dial in each of the rooms 
by means of which anyone in these rooms 
could ring up anything he wanted, except 
the money to pay his bill—so Jimmieboy’s 
papa had said. It was truly a wonderful 
thing, that dial. 

One day, when everybody but himself and 
his mother had gone out, a card was sent up 
from the office stating that a certain Mrs. 
So-and-So had called, and Jimmieboy’s moth¬ 
er, when she had observed the state of the 
parlor floor, over which marbles and par- 
chesi men and paper dolls cut out of Sun¬ 
day newspapers, and other things were 
strewn in great confusion, said she fancied 
she’d better receive Mrs. So-and-So in the 
public parlor. Hence, Jimmieboy, for the 
first time, was left alone in the room with 
the delightful dial. Here he was all by him¬ 
self with that pointer pointing at him, and the 
little button seeming to grin while it softly 
sung the words, “Don’t shove, just push.” 
It was really too much, and about ten min¬ 
utes after his mother’s departure Jimmieboy 
yielded. Clambering upon a chair which 
stood directly beneath the dial, Jimmieboy 
seized the needle, closed his eyes, turned it 
about, and pressed the button. In a minute 
the little bell which showed that the message 
had been received at the office rang, and the 
needle flew back. 

“ Dear me,” cried the boy in alarm, when 
he realized what he had done. “ I do hope 
it isn’t a saddle-horse I’ve rung up.” 

It wasn’t, for a moment later a boy knocked 
at the door, and in response to Jimmieboy’s 
cheerily spoken “ come in,” he entered, bring¬ 
ing with him a half-dozen of the loveliest sar¬ 
dines you ever saw in your life. 

“ Well—that’s fine! ” cried Jimmieboy in 
delight. He’d always been fond of sardines. 
“ It beats a grab-bag at a Sunday-school fair 
all to pieces. 

In two minutes the sardines were eaten and 
Jimmieboy was back at the dial again. 

“ Maybe I’ll get a piece of pie this time,” 
he said. 

But he didn’t. This time a man in a blue 
flannel shirt came up and asked where the 
trunk was. This puzzled Jimmieboy. There 
was only one trunk in the rooms. The rest 
had been unpacked and sent to the store 
rooms, but having been asked a question, he 
answered it. 

“ In there,” he said, pointing to his mother’s 
room. 


The man in the blue shirt walked in, tried 
the cover, and finding that it was locked— 
for it contained Jimmieboy’s mamma’s best 
evening dresses, and she wished to have them 
under lock and key—hoisted it on his shoul¬ 
der and walked out. 

“Where’s it to go, young un?” the porter 
asked as he passed Jimmieboy. 

“ Don’t know,” said Jimmieboy. “ I didn’t 
know it was going anywhere.” 

“ Maybe they’ll know at the office,” said 
the porter, and he was gone and the trunk 
with him. 

“Funny about that piece of pie,” thought 
Jimmieboy. “ Maybe they didn’t understand ; 
I’ll try again.” 

Back he went to the dial and repeated his 
experiment. 

Five minutes elapsed when up came the 
hall-boy again. This time, however, he didn’t 
bring sardines, nor had he the pie which Jim¬ 
mieboy had hoped for, but he did have one 
of the handsomest chicken salads you ever 
dreamed of. It looked like a beautiful gar¬ 
den with flowers all over it. 

“ Is that all ? ” asked the boy. 

“ I guess so,” said Jimmieboy, his mouth 
watering as he gazed at the salad. 

And the boy departed. 

In a little while the salad was eaten and 
Jimmieboy began again at the dial. It went 
on in much the same way as before, only 
things began to come in more rapidly, for 
Jimmieboy grew somewhat excited as he pro¬ 
ceeded and did not wait for one message to 
be answered before sending another. 

Finally there was a great racket in the hall, 
and a tremendous pounding on the door 
which startled poor little Jimmieboy very 
much. 

“ C—come in,” he cried. 

And in rushed three men with fire extin¬ 
guishers on their backs, and behind them 
came the housekeeper, the head clerk, two 
porters and the proprietor of the house. The 
housekeeper was very pale, but she did not 
lose her presence of mind. Sweeping all the 
bric-a-brac from the mantel-piece into a large 
clothes basket she had the maids carry it out 
into the hall. The porters seized all the fur¬ 
niture and rushed out of the room with it; 
the head clerk emptied all the bureau drawers 
into a sheet and had them carried out, while 
the proprietor grabbed up the wondering Jim¬ 
mieboy and carried him down to the office 
where he would be out of the way. 

Meanwhile the men with the fire extin¬ 
guishers were running here and there in the 
apartments looking for a fire. 

“ There doesn’t seem to be any except in 
the fireplace,” said one of them, and just then 
Jimmieboy’s mother appeared, bringing with 
her Mrs. So-and-So, who had expressed a 
desire to see the rooms, which she had been 
told were so attractive. 

“ What on earth is the matter? ” cried Jim¬ 
mieboy’s mother. 

“ Fire,” said one of the' chambermaids. 
“ We’ve got everything out of the room 
though.” 

“But—where is Jimmieboy?” 

“ Oh, he’s safe,” said the housekeeper kind¬ 
ly. “ We had him taken down stairs.” 
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Harry, Can You Save My Sister ? 

From M. E. Wilkins’ "The Heart’s Highway.” 

( Doubleday, Page & Co.) 

“ Master Wingfield," said a voice so gen¬ 
tly and sweetly repellent and forbidding, even 
while it entreated, that it shivered the air 
with discord, and I, looked- around, and there 
stood Catherine Cavendish. She stood quite 
near the rock where I sat, but she kept her 
head turned slightly away as if she could not 
bear the sight of my face, though she was 
constrained to speak to me. 

I rose and stepped from my rock to the 
green shore, and she moved a little back 
with a slight courtesy. “ Good-morning, 
Mistress Catherine,” I said. 

“ What know you of what my sister hath 
done and the cargo that came yesterday on 
the Golden Horn? " 

“ That I cannot answer you, madam,” said 
I, and bowed and would have passed, but 
she stood before me. 

“ I command you to tell me what I wish to 
know, Harry Wingfield,” said she, and now 
her eyes fixed mine with no shrinking, but 
a blank broadside of scorn and imperious¬ 
ness. 


“And I refuse to tell you, madam,” said I. 

Then indeed she caught my arm with a lit¬ 
tle nervous hand, like a cramp of wire. 
“ You shall tell me, sir,” she declared. “This 
much I know already. Yesterday the Golden 
Horn came in and was unladen of powder 
and shot instead of the goods that my sis¬ 
ter pretended to order, and the cases be 
stored at Laurel Creek. This much do I 
know, but not what is afoot, nor for what 
Mary had conference with Sir Humphrey 
Hyde and Ralph last night, and you later 
on with Sir Humphrey. I demand of you 
that you tell me, Harry Wingfield.” 

“That I cannot do, madam,” said I. 

“’Tis something about the young tobacco 
plants,” quoth she. “ The king would not 
pass the measure to cease the planting, and 
the assembly of this spring broke up with no 
decision. Major Beverly, who is clerk of the 
assembly, hath turned against the govern¬ 
ment since Bacon died, and all the burgesses 
be with him, and Governor Culpeper sails for 
England this day week, and with what is the 
lieutenant-governor to hold the reins? There 
is a plot hatching to cut down the young to¬ 
bacco plants.” I could but stare at her. 
“ There is a plot to cut down the young 



From “ The Heart’s Highway.” . Copyright, 1900, by Doubleday, Page & Co. 

“SHE HELD IN MERRY ROGER UNTIL I WAS FORCED TO COME UP.” 
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tobacco plants as soon as the governor hath 
sailed,” she said, “ and my sister Mary hath 
sent to England for arms, knowing that the 
militia will arise and there will be fighting.” 

I still stared at her, not knowing in truth 
what to say. Then suddenly she caught at 
my hands with hers, and cried out with that 
energy that I saw all at once the fire of life 
beneath that fair show of maiden peace and 
calm of hers, “ Harry, Harry Wingfield, if 
my grandmother, Madam Cavendish, knows 
this, my sister is undone; no pity will she 
have. Straight to the governor will she go, 
though she hobble on crutches to Jamestown! 
She would starve ere she would move against 
the will of the king and his representative, 
and so would I, but I will not have my little 
sister put to suffering and shame. God save 
her, Harry Wingfield, but she might be 
thrown into prison, and worse—I pray thee, 
save her, Harry. 

“ Madam, I will save your sister at what¬ 
ever cost.” 

“And count it not?” said she. 

“No more than I have done before, 
madam.” 

“But how?” said she. 

“ That I must study.” 

“ But I charge you to keep it from Madam 
Cavendish.” 

“ You need have no fear.” 

“ May God forgive me, but I told Madam 
Cavendish that the Golden Horn had not ar¬ 
rived,” said she, “ but what have they done 
with the rest of the cargo, pray?” 

I started. I had, I confess, not given that 
a thought, but it was but reasonable that 
there was more beside those powder casks, 
though the revenue from the crops had been 
so small. 

But Catherine Cavendish needed but a mo¬ 
ment for that problem. “’Twill return,” 
said she, “ Captain Tabor hath but sailed off 
a little distance that he may return and make 
port, as if for the first time since he left Eng¬ 
land, and so put them off the scent of the 
Sabbath unlading of those other wares.” She 
looked down the burnished flow of the river 
as she spoke, and cried out that she could see 
a sail, but I, looking also, could not see any¬ 
thing save the shimmer of white and green 
spring boughs into which the river distance 
closed. 

“ ’Tis the Golden Horn ” said Catherine. 

“ I can see naught of white save the locust- 
blooms,” said I. 

“ Locusts stand not against the wind in 
stiff sheets,” said she. “ ’Tis the sail of the 
Golden Horn; but that matters not. Harry, 
Harry Wingfield, can you save my sister?” 

“ I know not whether I can, madam, but I 
will,” said I. 


Taking Pictures to the Salon. 

From Morrow's "Bohemian Paris of To-Day 
( Lippincott .) 

The last day on which pictures are ad¬ 
mitted to the Salon, there to await the mer¬ 
ciless decision of the judges, is a memorable 
one. In sumptuous studios, in wretched gar¬ 
rets; amid affluence, amid scenes of squalor 
and hunger, artists of all kinds and degrees 
have been squeezing thousands of tubes and 
daubing thousands of canvases in preparation 


for the great day. From every corner of 
Paris, from every quarter of France and 
Europe, the canvases come pouring into the 
Salon. Every conceivable idea, fad, and folly 
is represented in the collection, and most of 
them are poor; but in each and every one a 
fond hope centres, an ambition is staked. 

Strange as it may seem, most of these pic¬ 
tures are worked upon until the very last 
day; indeed, many of them are snatched un¬ 
finished from their easels, to receive the fin¬ 
ishing touches in the dust and confusion and 
deafening noises of the great hall where they 
are all dumped like so much merchandise. 
We saw one artist who, not having finished 
his picture, was putting on the final touches 
as it was borne ahead of him along the street 
on the back of a commissionnaire. And all 
this accounts for the endless smearing every¬ 
where noticeable, and for the frantic en¬ 
deavors of the artists to repair the damage 
at the last moment. 

One great obstacle to poor artists is the 
rigid rule requiring that all tableaux shall be 
framed. These frames are costly. As a re¬ 
sult, some artists paint pictures of the same 
size year after year, so that the same frame 
may be used for all, and others resort to 
such makeshifts as Bishop was comoelled to 
employ. But these makeshifts must be ar¬ 
tistically done, or the canvases are ignored 
by the judges. These efforts give rise to 
many startling effects. 

It was not very long, after an easy pull 
over the Boulevard St.-Germain, before we 
crossed the Seine at the Pont de la Concorde, 
traversed the Place de la Concorde, and 
turned into the Champs-Elysees. where, not 
far away, loomed the Palais des Beaux-Arts, 
in which the Salon is annually held in March. 
The Avenue des Champs-Elysees, crowded 
as it usually is in the afternoons, was now 
jammed with cabs, omnibuses, hand-carts, 
and all sorts of moving vans, mingling with 
the fashionable carriages on their way to 
the Bois. The proletarian vehicles contained 
art—art by the ton. The upper decks of the 
omnibuses were crowded with artists carry¬ 
ing their pictures because they could not 
afford more than the three-sous fare. And 
such an assortment of artists! 

There were some in affluent circumstances, 
who rolled along voluptuously in cabs on an 
expenditure of thirty-five francs, holding 
their precious tableaux and luxuriantly smok¬ 
ing cigarettes. 

The commissionnaires had a great day of 
it. They are the ones usually seen asleep on 
the street corners, where, when awake, they 
varnish boots or bear loads by means of a 
contrivance on their backs. On this day 
every one of them in Paris was loaded down 
with many pictures. 

Opposite the Palais de Glace was a perfect 
sea of vehicles, artists, porters, and police¬ 
men, all inextricably tangled up, all shouting 
or groaning, and wet pictures suffering. One 
artist nearly had a fit when he saw a full 
moon wiped off his beautiful landscape, and 
he would have killed the guilty porter had 
not the students interfered. Portraits of 
handsome ladies with smudged noses and 
smeared eyes were common. Expensive gold 
frames lost large sections of their corners. 
But still they were pouring in. 
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From “ Monsieur Beaucaire.” Copyright, 1900, by McClure, Phillips & Co. 
LADY MARY CARLISLE. MONSIEUR BEAUCAIRE. 


Along the Road to Bath. 

From Tarkington’s “ Monsieur Beaucaire.” 

{McClure, Phillips & Co.) 

The fragrance of the fields came to them, 
and from the distance the faint, clear note of 
a hunting-horn. 

“ Turn to me.” 

The lovely head was bent very low. Her 
little gloved hand lay upon the narrow win¬ 
dow ledge of the coach. He laid his own 
gently upon it. The two hands were shak¬ 
ing like twin leaves in the breeze. Hers 
was not drawn away. After a pause, 
neither knew how long, he felt the warm 
fingers turn and clasp themselves tremulous¬ 
ly about his own. At last she looked up 
bravely and met his eyes. The horn was 
wound again—nearer. 

“ All the cold was gone from the snows 
—long ago,” she said. 

“ My beautiful! ” he whispered; it was 
all he could say. “ My beautiful! ” But 
she clutched his arm, startled. 

“’Ware the road!” A wild halloo sound¬ 
ed ahead. The horn wound loudly. “*Ware 
the road!” There sprang up out of the 
night a flying thunder of hoof-beats. The 
gentlemen riding idly in front of the coach 
scattered to the hedge-sides; and, with 
drawn swords flashing in the moon, a party 
of horsemen charged down the highway, 
their cries blasting the night. 

“ Barber ! Kill the barber ! ” they scream¬ 
ed. “ Barber ! Kill the barber ! ” 

Beaucaire had but time to draw his sword 
when they were upon him. 

“A moi! ” his voice rang out clearly as he 
rose in his stirrups. “A moi, Frangois, Louis, 
Berquin! A moi, Frangois!” 

The cavaliers came straight at him. He 
parried the thrust of the first, but the shock 
of collision hurled his horse against the 
side of the coach. 

“ Sacred swine ! ” he cried bitterly. “ To 
endanger a lady, to make this brawl in a 
lady’s presence! Drive on! ” he shouted. 

“ No ! ” cried Lady Mary. 


The Frenchman’s assailants were masked, 
but they were not highwaymen. “ Barber! 
Barber! ” they shouted hoarsely, and closed 
in on him in a circle. 

“ See how he use his steel! ” laughed M. 
Beaucaire, as his point passed through a 
tawdry waistcoat. For a moment he cut 
through the ring and cleared a space about 
him, and Lady Mary saw his face shining 
in the moonlight. 


Sunset in Valencia. 

From Valdes* “The Joy of Captain Ribot.” 

{Brcntano’s.) 

We came at last to the walls of his grounds. 
We entered them by a wrought-iron gateway, 
and crossed a handsomely laid-out garden to 
approach the house. This was a modest 
structure, but sufficiently spacious, and fur¬ 
nished within in considerable luxury. The 
furniture, suitable for the summer season, 
was simple and elegant. But that which 
roused my enthusiasm was the extensive 
park that stretched beyond, whose walls 
reached to the seashore, upon which it opened 
by a wrought-iron gateway. Formerly this 
had been a productive field. But first Marti’s 
father and then himself had transformed it 
into a vast garden. Shady, gravelled path¬ 
ways were bordered by orange-trees, lemons, 
pomegranates, and many other sorts of fruit- 
trees. Here was a little grove of laurels, 
and in the middle of it was a stone table sur¬ 
rounded by chairs. There was a grotto tapes¬ 
tried with jasmine and honeysuckle; yonder 
was a thicket of cannas, or cypresses, and in 
the centre a statue of white marble. And like 
a base for decoration, there was the azure 
line of the sea, into whose waves seemed 
ready to fall the oranges that hung from the 
boughs. The sun, that was already sinking, 
enveloped the garden and the sea with a 
sudden blaze of illumination; its golden rays, 
scattered over the white paths of the en¬ 
closure, made the whitewashed house re¬ 
splendent, penetrated the thickets of cypress 
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and laurel, lighting up the marble faces of 
the statues, and hung drooping from the 
branches of the trees like threads of the gold 
of waving tresses. At the right were visi¬ 
ble over the walls the masts of little fishing 
boats with their simple rigging, and yonder 
extended the town of Cabanal in a rare and 
picturesque blending of fishermen’s cots and 
aristocratic mansions wherein the grandees 
of the city came to spend the summer. More 
distant still was the port and the tall masts 
of steamboats. 

Marti showed me all the grounds, although 
without much pleasure or pride. Business 
past and future, burdened him; he did not 
know how to throw it off. It was only when 
we came to a corner next the beach that he 
was enough distracted for a few moments to 
point out to me a summer-house in the Greek 
style that was admirably introduced into this 
smiling landscape. It was adorned within by 
carved furniture brought from Italy, statues 
and vases. It had a little lookout balcony 
towards the sea, and over the door was in¬ 
scribed a name that caused me a slight tremor. 

“ The building of this summer-house was 
a thing of my wife’s. That is why I had her 
name put over the door.” 

From thence we returned to the house by 
new and ever more beautiful and embowered 
pathways. Before reaching it, we came upon 
a little artificial hill, and, topping it, a bit of a 
castle. About it was a little pond of water, 
imitating a moat. We crossed it by means 
of a drawbridge, and ascended by a narrow 
footpath between hedges of box and orange, 
arriving at the top in the time that it takes 
to tell of it. The path, because of its artful 
windings, produced the effect of being meas¬ 
ured by rods, instead of by inches. Over the 
door of the little castle was engraved another 
name that also made me tremble, although 
in a very different way. . . . 

When we came away from his estate the 
sun was already setting behind the distant 
mountains. We made our way around the 
house, and crossed the grounds again and 
through the fields of maize, the gardens and 
orchards. 


Summer Home of Rio Business Men. 

From Humphrey’s “A Summer Journey to Brasil.” 

( Bonnell, Silver & Co.) 

This time you will climb the mountains 
back of Rio for the night. Had ever an 
emperor such a park as Dom Pedro made of 
these mountains of Tijuca! Thirty miles ot 
park road, swept every week, lighted by gas, 
winding in and out, up and down the precip¬ 
itous slopes of mountain green to the top! 
And such green! the green of palms and 
tree ferns, of trees with orchids and cipos. 
Every few yards brings you to a distinctly 
new view, sometimes it includes the Atlantic, 
sometimes the Rio harbor, sometimes the 
distant city, more often a lovely valley, a 
waterfall, a height of rock all covered with 
ferns and mosses, and another stretch of your 
winding road with a railing of tall, graceful 
bamboos growing at some dangerous spot. 
You are shown the spots which Agassiz spe¬ 
cially studied and stay in the old hotel where 
he stayed. Why do people go to Petropolis 


with this beautiful spot so much nearer? 
Because, in the summer-time, between De¬ 
cember and April, yellow fever has been 
known to get a little lodgment even here ; 
rarely, it is true, but the foreigner who knows 
his new home never takes any risks. He 
will not stay in Rio during the fever-time af¬ 
ter sundown. He will not go out in the early 
morning without his coffee. If he has the 
slightest intimation of fever he takes castor 
oil without a moment’s delay. If he has 
taken the fever he goes at once to the hos¬ 
pital in Rio, not risking the change to the 
cool heights of Petropolis, lest lie might not 
have strength to rally in the cold when the 
period of collapse comes. You say you would 
not live in a place where such a sword hung 
over your head, but they read New York and 
Chicago papers in July with records of hun¬ 
dreds of deaths from sunstroke while their 
temperature is hardly varying five degrees 
from seventy, and in February, when their 
fever is at its worst, they read the numbers 
of victims of pneumonia, grippe, diphtheria, 
and finds the ills of life not so unevenly dis¬ 
tributed after all. 


“ I Must Have Those Dispatches.” 

From Ditrichstein’s “ Song-of the Sword.” 

( Dillingham .) 

He straightened up. With head erect, his 
step firm, he walked to the vestry door; the 
old energy was again in his voice when he 
knocked at the door and called to the woman 
within: “ Open the door! I know it is you, 
Contessa! ” 

He listened at the door for a sound from 
the woman within—no answer. 

“ Don't force me to extreme measures! 
Everything within me revolts against the at¬ 
titude I am compelled to take toward a 
woman—but I must do my duty! Submit to 
the inevitable — Diantre! then have your 
way! ” 

A flash of fire, tthe detonation of a shot— 
the old lock fell off and the door flew open. 

Francesca appeared on the threshold. 
“What do you wish?” 

“ The dispatches you carry ! ” 

“ I have no dispatches ! ” 

“ Swear to that upon the cross, and you 
are free to go wherever you choose.” 

Francesca took a step back at the sugges¬ 
tion, and turned; raised her hand to the cross 
on the vestry door, as if she had made up 
her mind to do it; but as she faced the church 
her strength failed her, she leaned against the 
frame and her arm came down again. 

“ I must have them.” His voice was soft 
and pleading. “ My honor as a soldier, my 
oath of allegiance to the flag, forbid me to 
go from here without them. Mademoiselle, 
do not make me do something for which I 
would hate myself—yield ! ” 

The girl on the steps was insensible to his 
pleadings, in fact to everything, except the 
one thing for which she was willing to make 
every sacrifice: “ The honor of the family— 
the spotlessness of her escutcheon.” A most 
determined “ no ” was her answer to his ap¬ 
peal. 

“ In the name of the French Republic, you 
are my prisoner, Mademoiselle, and I must 
search you.” 
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He walked up the steps. 

She pulled out the little poniard, the same 
with which she had cut his hand, and held it 
against her own breast. 

“Move another step and I will kill myself!” 
He halted, exasperated by her unfairness. 
“ Mademoiselle, you are fighting against 


“ They are my brothers-” 

“ You will be received with open arms in 
our ranks—glory and honor wait for you 
there! ” 

“ I would gladly give my life for you, Mad¬ 
emoiselle, but not the lives of 15,000 of my 
countrymen.” 


\ 



From “ Our Native Trees and How to Identify Them.” Copyright, 1900, by Charles Scribner’s Sons. 


FRUITING SPRAY OF MOUNTAIN MAPLE, 


windmills — your dispatches will not reach 
their destination while I live to prevent it, 
and to that end you shall remain here with 
me until they can do no harm.” 

He turned his back upon her, and sat down 
on the bench at the well, signifying that his 
mind was made up and discussion at an end. 

Francesca was not easily discouraged; one 
weapon had lost its point, she tried another. 
Threats had been of no avail—she took ref¬ 
uge in tears. 

“Ah, Monsieur, I beg of you—I implore 
you, let me pass. You are one of us. What 
are these Jacobins to you?” 


Mountain Maple. 

From Keeler's “Our Native Trees cni How to Identify 
Them(Scribner.) 

The mountain maple is a bushy tree some¬ 
times thirty feet high, more often a shrub. 
It flourishes in the shade and forms much of 
the undergrowth of the forests. It ranges 
from the lower St. Lawrence River to north¬ 
ern Minnesota and the region of tne Sas¬ 
katchewan River; south through the northern 
states and along the Appalachian mountains 
to Georgia. Its roots are fibrous. 

The mountain maple is another example 
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of a tree that has accepted its home in the 
shade of other trees. It grows on moist 
rocky hillsides and ranges across the contin¬ 
ent westward to the Rocky Mountains, north¬ 
ward to the valley of the St. Lawrence River, 
and southward to Georgia. At the north it 
is a shrub, often seen growing by the side of 
a mountain road. It is our one maple that 
bears an upright raceme of flowers, but when 
the flowers have given place to fruit the 
raceme droops. 

The fruits of all the maples are very simi¬ 
lar. An acorn is no more the characteristic 
fruit of the oaks than the maple key is of the 
maples. This is a double samara, composed 
of two carpels, separable from a small per¬ 
sistent axis; these carpels are compressed 
laterally, and each is produced into a reti¬ 
culated wing. These wings are thick on the 
lower margin, but very thin and papery on 
the upper. The keys do not fly as they would 
were they better balanced, but they launch 
the seeds some distance from the parent tree 
and so perform their part in the economy of 
nature. 


A Celebrated Snuff-Box. 

From Hayes's “A Kent Squire." ( Lupton .) 

“ I ventured to bring back with me from 
Nismes,” said de Noailles, “ a little peace-offer¬ 
ing for Madame de Bourgogne, intending 
to seek permission to present it this even¬ 
ing.” 

“ But what has this to do with me, M. le 
due ? ” asked the doctor. 

“ Patience, my dear doctor,” replied de 
Noailles, struggling to get some parcel out of 
his coat-tail pocket, “ the connection is con¬ 
foundedly close, as you will perceive. Voila!” 

The speaker produced a parcel which, when 
divesled of its silk wrapper, nroved to be a 
very beautifully chased gold casette or small 
box, which he handed to Berwick. 

“ This is a charming affair,” observed the 
marshal. “A bonbonniere, I suppose?” 

The due de Noailles pressed a spring, and 
the lid flew open, revealing the inside filled 
with snuff. 

“ The very finest Spanish I could procure,” 
he said. “ I am not an expert myself, as I 
explained to Madame Dauphine; but I be¬ 
lieve all you gentlemen are connoisseurs—try 
for yourselves.” 

, The due de St. Simon appeared quite 
shocked when de Noailles tendered the box 
to him. 

“ My dear fellow,” he said, “ take a pinch 
out of a box intended for Madame la Dau¬ 
phine? Impossible! What are you thinking 
of?” 

“ I am thinking of M. Bondin’s little story, 
my dear friend. Here is something from 
Spain, a country which sends warnings to M. 
le Dauphinq, and I do not wish to be accused 
of anything, if anything goes wrong. I beg 
you all to observe that I take a pinch myself, 
and will abide by the consequences.” 

The duke elaborately helped himself to 
some of the snuff, and sneezed with tremen¬ 
dous energy. 

“As a matter of self-devotion to the safety 
of madame, I am with you, duke,” said St. 


Simon, taking a pinch. “ It is certainly of 
the very finest quality,” he added after the 
effects of the stimulant had duly presented 
themselves. 

The other gentlemen helped themselves in 
turn, and expressed their high appreciation of 
the contents of the casette. At this moment 
Madame de Valincour was seen to leave the 
dauphine and make her way in the direction 
of the group. 

“Who is this lady?” asked Berwick, who 
had only just arrived from camp, and had not 
seen anything of the Marly household for 
some time. 

“ParcLieu! my dear marechal,” cried Chev- 
reuse, “ what monastery have you been living 
in, not to know the most beautiful woman at 
court ? ” 

“ She must have come since I was at the 
frontier,” replied Berwick. 

“ Certainly—I forgot that. It is Madame de 
Valincour, from Marly—a friend of the de 
Noailles.” 

“ My wife has known her from childhood,” 
assented de Noailles. 

The comtesse came up, and was received 
by the four gentlemen with salutations whose 
homage equalled anything that could have 
been accorded to the dauphine or the mar¬ 
quise of Maintenon. The due de Noailles 
looked on rather amused. 

“ Comtesse,” he said, taking her hand in 
quite a paternal fashion, “ permit me to pre¬ 
sent to you M. de Berwick, who lays his 
many laurels at your feet.” 

The marshal bowed with the profoundest 
empressement, and the comtesse added a most 
gracious smile to her curtsey. 

“ I meet M. le Marechal with all the more 
pleasure,” she said, “because I have, I be¬ 
lieve. some Stuart blood in my own veins 
also.” 

Berwick bowed again at this intimation, 
which happened to be a pure invention on the 
part of the comtesse. 

“ Madame does me infinite honor to claim 
me as a kinsman,” he rejoined. 

“ A house that has sent us Queen Marie, 
the Princess Henrietta, and Madame de Valin¬ 
cour, lays France under eternal obligations,” 
remarked St. Simon, who did not wish to be 
out of the fashion. 

The comtesse curtsied again and turned to 
de Noailles. 


Pemberton and Major Andre as Lovers. 

From Peterson's “Pemberton(Coates.) 

Carefully seating themselves in the boat, 
Pemberton took the oars, and rowed gently 
up the pellucid stream. It was now about 
noon, and the sun shone down upon them with 
a soft but not unoleasant splendor. On each 
side the high, dark, wooded hills were draped 
with the magnificent hues of the autumn 
season—amphitheatres of green and crimson, 
and brown and gold. And reflected in the 
still, glassy water, was all this pomp of varie¬ 
gated glory. 

“ This is magnificent! ” exclaimed Andre, 
enthusiastically. “The old world has noth¬ 
ing to show like this. It is the gorgeous 
splendor of an Indian princess.” 
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“ It is fairy land! ” cried Helen, enthusiasti¬ 
cally. 

“ See that cedar! ” said Isabella, “ with its 
deep green lighted up by a single spot of blaz¬ 
ing crimson/' 

“ And the woods are full of purple grapes,” 
exclaimed Helen. “ Are they good to eat, 
Pemberton ?” 

“ Try them,” said Pemberton, bringing the 
boat near one of the banks. “ Daughter of 
Eve, pluck and eat.” 

“ Pshaw—these small ones are sour and full 
of seed.” 

“ Those are chicken grapes. The others 
are better, the fox grapes.” 

“ Yes, they will do tolerably well—they'are 
sweet.” 

“ One moment, Pemberton,” cried Andre, 
extending his hand to grasp a pretty blue 
flower that grew along the margin. “ What 
do you call this, ladies ? ” 

“ It is the Fringed Gentian,” said Isabella. 

“ I don’t know what it signifies, Miss Helen 
—I may be doing something very serious or 
shocking, indeed—but will you accept this 
blue Gentian from one of the very humblest 
of your devoted admirers ? ” 

“ Captain Andre, I do wish you would leave 
all that style of speeches at the theatre down 
South Street,” replied Helen, drawing back 
the hand she had involuntarily extended. 

“ I beg pardon. Miss Helen. Will you ac¬ 
cept this flower in token of forgiveness, and 
as a pledge of my earnest friendship ? ” 

“ I am most happy to do so,” replied Helen, 
mollified. 

“ What a delightful, tart, sweet, spirited and 
fascinating creature she is,” thought Andre, 
as he leaned over the side of the boat, and 
dallied with the cool, clear water. 

“ Leap out, Andre, with the chain, and hold 
the boat,” cried Pemberton, bringing the skiff 
up by the side of a rock, and at the entrance 
of a little cove. “ This is Cresheim Creek.” 

Fastening the boat, they made their -way 
along the sloping, rugged side of a shallow 
and rocky stream, that emptied at that place 
into the Wissahickon. Soon they came to 
where it poured over and between huge rocks 
and boulders into a little pool. 

“ Now for a climb, girls,” said Pemberton. 
“Andre, you take care of Miss Helen.” 

“ Miss me no miss, among these rocks, 
Arthur. It is out of place,” cried Helen. 
“ Here I am simply Helen Graham. These 
old rocks do not like such courtly titles. This 
huge one is my father.” 

“ Let me help you up on your father’s 
shoulders, then,” laughed Andre, in response 
to the ardent girl. Without much help from 
the gentlemen, for both were supple-limbed 
and sure-footed, the ladies made their way to 
the top of a huge moss-covered rock, and 
gazed down the cleft where the stream was 
pouring. 

“ That is the Devil’s pool,” said Pemberton, 
pointing to the still water below. \ “ The fall 
is rather quiet now, but after a rain it is quite 
a roaring cascade I assure you.” 

“Is the pool deep?” asked Helen. 

“ The devil is said to be very deep,” replied 
Andre; “ and of course his pool must be, or 
else it would not hold him.” 

“ Oh, nonsense,” said Helen—“ how deep is 
it?” 


THE ECHO IN THE HEART. 

From Van Dyke’s “The Toiling of Felix and Other 
Poems.” ( Scribner .) 

It's little I can tell 

About the birds in books ; 

And yet I know them well, 

By their music and their looks : 

When May comes down the lane, 

Her airy lovers throng 
To welcome her with song, 

And follow in her train •: 

Each minstrel weaves his part 
In that wild fiowery strain, 

And I know them all again 
By their echo in my heart. 

It’s little that 1 care 

About my darling’s place 
In books of beauty rare, 

Or heraldries ot race : 

For when she steps in view, 

It matters not to me 
What her sweet type may be, 

Of woman, old or new. 

I can’t explain the art ; 

But I know her for my own, 

Because her lightest tone 
Wakes an echo in my heart. 


Music and Moonlight in the African Forest. 

From Caddick’s “A White Woman in Central 
Africa.” (Cassell.) 

The boys of the village had several kinds 
of musical instruments entirely of native 
make. Indeed, all the natives seem fond of 
music. On the “ sansi,” or native hand 
piano, they play really sweet tunes. _ These 
pianos are made of an oblong piece of wood, 
and the one I have is about eight inches long 
and six wide. A narrow bar of iron is fas¬ 
tened across the top of the wood to hold in 
place the strips of iron, which are of differ¬ 
ent length and form the keys. Across the 
lower end of the wood is a piece of thin 
iron or tin to which are fastened pieces of 
shell, which make a jingling and buzzing 
sound when the keys are being played. The 
“ sansi ” is held in both hands, the fingers 
being underneath and the thumbs being 
used to press the tips of the iron notes, 
which vary in number from sixteen to thir¬ 
ty, or, as I have been told, even more. 
Many different kinds of instruments are 
made with gourds cut in two. The gourd 
acts as a sounding board, and to it is at¬ 
tached a piece of wood, to which are fas¬ 
tened from one to four strings. These are 
played either with the fingers or a bit of 
bamboo. They also have drums of every 
conceivable size and shape, and queer sorts 
of rattles. I was never short of music the 
whole way, but the “ sansi ” was decidedly 
the pleasantest to listen to. I often play on 
my own when I am alone, and like it quite 
as well as many pianos I hear; but then I 
am not musical. 

When night fell and the moon rose, there^ 
was a fine noise in Mpata village, made by 
the drums and the singers. It was really a 
very lovely and picturesque scene; the bril¬ 
liant moonlight, the huts dotted about and' 
half-hidden in a grove of bananas, the natives, 
squatting round their fires, chattering and! 
smoking their large pipes, the mountains* 
looking more imposing in the moonlight, and 
the shining river flowing peacefully on; and 
my enjoyment of it all was added to con¬ 
siderably by the fun of being alone there. 
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Un-American Snobbishness. 

From Rob. Grant’s “Unleavened Bread.” (Scribner.) 

You are aching to be a social success. You 
are not fit to be. I have found that out for 
certain to-day.” 

“ It is false,” exclaimed Selma. “ You do 
not understand. I have no wish to be a so¬ 
cial success. I should abhor to spend my life 
after the manner of you and your associates. 
What I object to, what I complain of, is that, 
in spite of your fine words and pretended 
admiration of me, you have preferred these 
people, who are exclusive without a shadow 
of right, to me who was your friend, and that 
you have chosen to ignore me for the sake of 
them, and behaved as if you thought I was 
not their equal or your equal. That is not 
friendship it is snobbishness—un-American 
snobbishness.” 

" It is very amusing. Amusing yet depress¬ 
ing,” continued Flossy, without heed to this 
asseveration. “ You have proved one of my 
ideals to be a delusion, which is sad.” When 
we met first and I nearly rushed into your 
arms, I was fascinated, and I said to myself 
that here was the sort of American woman of 
whom I had dreamed—the sort of woman I 
had fondly imagined once that I might be¬ 
come. I saw you were unsophisticated and 
different from the conventional women to 
whom. I was accustomed, and, even at first, 
the things you said every now and then gave 
me a creepy feeling, but you were inspiring to 
look at—and I continued to worship you as a 
goddess on a pedestal. I used to say to 
Gregory, ‘ there’s a couple who are to the 
manner born; they never have to make be¬ 
lieve. They are genuinely free and gentle 
souls.* Your husband? I can’t believe that 
I have been deluded in regard to him, also. 
I just wonder if you appreciate him—if it is 
possible that he has been deluded, also. That’s 
rank impertinence, I know; but after all, we 
are unbosoming our thoughts to each other 
to-day, and may as well speak openly.” 

Selma rose and stood confronting her vis¬ 
itor as though to banish her from the house. 

“I’m going,” said Flossy. “It’s none of 
my concern of course, and I’m uware that I 
appear very rude. I’m anxious though not to 
lose faith in your husband, and now that I’ve 
begun to understand you, my wits are being 
flooded with light. I was saying that you 
were not fit to be a social success, and I’m 
going to tell you why. No one else is likely 
to, and I’m just mischievous and frank enough. 
You’re one of those American women—I’ve 
always been curious to meet one in all her 
glory—who believe that they are born in the 
complete panoply of flawless womanhood; that 
they are by birthright consummate house¬ 
wives, leaders of the world’s thought and 
ethics, and peerless society queens. All this 
by instinct, by heritage, and without educa¬ 
tion. That’s what you believe, isn’t it? And 
now you are offended because you haven’t 
been invited to become a leader of New York 
society. You don’t understand, and I don’t 
suppose you will ever understand, that a true 
lady — a genuine society queen — represents 
modesty and sweetness and self-control, and 
gentle thoughts and feelings; that she is 
evolved by gradual processes from genera¬ 
tion to generation, not ready made. Oh, you 


needn’t look at me like that. I’m quite aware 
that if I were the genuine article I shouldn’t 
be talking to you in this fashion. But there’s 
hope for me because I’m conscious of my 
shortcomings and am trying to correct them; 
whereas you are satisfied, and fail to see the 
difference between yourself and the well-bred 
women whom you envy and sneer at. You’re 
pretty and smart and superficial—er—com¬ 
mon, and you don’t know it. I’m rather 
dreadful, but I’m learning. I don’t believe 
you will ever learn. There! Now I’m go¬ 
ing.” 

“ Go! ” cried Selma with a wave of her arm. 
“ Yes, I am one of those women. I am proud 
to be, and you have insulted by your asper¬ 
sions, not only me, but the spirit of independ¬ 
ent and aspiring American womanhood. You 
don’t understand us; you have nothing in 
common with us. You think to keep us down 
by your barriers of caste borrowed from effete 
European courts, but we—I—the American 
people defy you. The time will come when 
we shall rise in our might and teach you your 
place. Go ! Envy you ? I would not become 
one of your frivolous and purposeless set if 
you were all on your bended knees before 
me.” 

“ Oh, yes you would,” exclaimed Flossy, 
glancing back over her shoulder. “ And it’s 
because you’ve not been given the chance that 
we have quarrelled now.” 


The Creators of This Country. 

From Gertrude Atherton’s “Senator North.” (John 
Lane.) 

Senator Burleigh called several times. 
One day he arrived with a large package of 
books: Bryce’s “ American Commonwealth,” 
a volume containing the Constitution and 
Washington’s Farewell Address, and several 
of the “ American Statesmen ” monographs. 

“ Read all these,” he said dictitorially. 
(“He certainly takes me very seriously,” 
thought Betty. “ Doubtless he’ll stand me in 
a corner with my face to the wall if I don’t 
get my lessons properly.”) I want you to 
acquire the national sense. I don’t believe 
a woman in this country knows the meaning 
of the phrase. Study and think over the 
characters of the men who created this coun¬ 
try ^Washington and Hamilton, particularly. 
You’ll know what I mean when you’ve read 
these little volumes; and then I’ll bring you 
some thirty volumes containing the letters 
and despatches and communications to Con¬ 
gress of these two greatest of all Americans. 
I don’t know which I admire most. Hamil¬ 
ton was the most creative genius of his cen¬ 
tury, but the very fact that he was a genius 
of the highest order makes him hopeless as a 
standard. But all men in public life who 
desire to attain the highest and most un¬ 
assailable position analyze the character of 
Washington and ponder over it deeply. 
There never was a man' so free from taint*, 
there never was such complete mental poise, 
there never was such cold, rarified, unerring 
judgment. The man seems to us—who live 
in a turbulent day when the effort to be and 
to remain high-minded make the brain ache 
—~ t0 £. ave been nothin g less than inspired. 
And his political wisdom is as sound for to¬ 
day as for when he uttered it; although, for 





May 26, 1900 [No. 1478] The Publishers' Weekly . 


1045 


the life of me, I cannot help disregarding his 
admonition to keep hands out of foreign pie 
this time. I want the country to go to the 
rescue of Cuba, and I’ll turn over every stone 
I can to that end. 

Betty had listened to him with much in¬ 
terest. “ Would Washington have gone?” 
she asked. “ Would he advise it now, sup¬ 
posing he could?” 

“ No, I don’t believe he would. Washing¬ 
ton had a brain of ice, and his idea of Amer¬ 
ican prosperity was frozen within it. He 
would fear some possible harm or loss to his 
country, and the other :ould be left to the 
care of an all-merciful Providence. I love 
my country with as sound a patriotism as a 
man may, and I revere the memory of Wash¬ 
ington, but I have not a brain of ice, and I 
think a country, like a man, should think of 
others besides itself.. And the United States 
has got to that point where almost nothing 
could hurt it. A few months’ patriotic en¬ 
thusiasm, for that matter, would do it no 
end of good. If you care to listen, I’ll read 
the Farewell Address to you.” 


The “ Leopard ” and the Bishop. 

From David D. Wells’ “His Lordship’s Leopard.” 

(Holt.) 

“We’re talking about your estimable but- 
impossible sister. My dear Joe, you’ll never 
have any sport till you’ve got rid of her.” 

“ But how shall I get rid of her ?” he asked 
despondently. Even champagne was not proof 
against the depression induced by such an ap¬ 
palling thought. 

“ Oh, send her to a course of mud-baths or 
a water-cure ! ” 

“ I might try it—if—if you’d help me—if 
you’d take her place at the palace. I mean—” 

“ Josephus ! ” she called, in such an exact 
imitation of his sister’s tone that it made him 
sit right up. “Josephus ! don’t say another 
word ! I know what you mean^and you’re 
an old dear—and I’m not going to let you 
make a fool of yourself. You’re aged enough 
to be my father, and if your son had had his 
way you would have been my father-in-law. 
I want to have a good time, and I want you to 
have a good time ; but that isn’t the proper 
manner in which to set about it. No, you send 
the old lady packing, for the good of her 
health, and Mrs. Mackintosh and I’ll help you 
and Cecil entertain, and we’ll have a dance, 
and a marquee, and lots of punch. I dare say 
you’ve never been to a dance in your life,” 
she rattled on, not giving him a chance to 
blunder out excuses. 

“I’m not such an old fogey as you think 
me,” he began. “But I want to say—er— 
Miss—Leopard—” 

“ Oh, no, you don’t,” she interrupted. 
“ You want to forget what you’ve said, and 
so do I. We must talk about something else. 
What were you saying about a dance ? ” 

“ No, no, not a dance,” he replied, resigning 
himself to his fate. “ But once,” lowering his 
voice, “not long ago either, when I was in 
town, I—I’m sure you won’t believe it—I 
went to a theatre.” This last triumphantly. 

“ Oh, you sad dog ! ” she cried. “ You 
didn’t ! ” 

He nodded his head affirmatively. 

“ And what was the piece ? ” 

“ 1 The Sign of the Cross.* ” 


“ What, that gruesome show, where every 
one’s slaughtered or chewed up by lions! You 
ought to have gone to the Empire.” 

“ It wasn’t far from Leicester Square,” he 
said deprecatingly. 

“Not near enough to be very wicked,” she 
retorted. “ But, say, I’ll tell you something if 
you’ll promise never, never to reveal it.” 

“ The word of a bishop—” he began. 

“ Oh, nonsense ! You’re not a bishop at 
present, you’re just Joe. Well, here it is: I’m 
an actress!” 

“ You—are—an—actress !” 

“ Fact ! I’m quite harmless. If you keep 
six feet from me there’s not the slightest dan¬ 
ger of contamination.” 

Then, seeing his look of astonished bewil¬ 
derment, she burst into a peal of ringing 
laughter, crying : 

“ Why, to look at you, one would think I’d 
told you that I was a Gorgon 1 ” 

“ No, no,” he said, stammering. “ I—I’m 
delighted. I always really wanted to meet an 
actress—but—er—I hardly know what to 
say—” 

“Don’t say anything. Just be your dear 
unsophisticated self, or you’ll be a bore. Cecil 
didn’t dare tell you who I was, for fear you’d 
be shocked. Come on, let’s go up on deck. 
It’s close down here.” 

“ We should be well out by this time, for 
we seem to have been going at great speed.” 

“ Isn’t it glorious ! ” she cried. “ I wonder 
what they’re doing at Blanford. I guess your 
telegram was an eye-opener.” 

“ Bless my soul ! ” exclaimed the Bishop, 
fishing a form out of his pocket. “ I forgot 
to send it.” 

“What, do you mean to say they don’t 
know what’s become of us ? ” 

“ I never said a word.” 

“ My hat ! ” she cried. “ Won’t you get a 
wigging to-night ? ” 

Then, seeing his evident discomfiture, she 
added : 

“ Never mind, I’ll take it with you ; and if 
she turns nasty we’ll put a flea in her ear about 
those mud-baths. Come, let’s have our fun, 
anyway.” And she put her hand on the cabin 
door. 

“ Why, it’s stuck ! ” she exclaimed. “ I can’t 
open it.” 

The Bishop grasped the handle. 

“ It isn’t stuck ! ” he cried, shaking it. “ It’s 
locked ! ” 


Singing—and Coining Money. 

From Christian Reid’s ” Weighed in the Balance. 

( Marlier, Callanan & Co.) 

Having disposed of Margherita, Irma turned 
and walked quickly along a wide, well-shaded 
street in the direction of Paris, it was a 
quiet street, less pretentious than some of the 
neighboring avenues, but lined nearlv all the 
way between Passy and the great city with 
handsome, detached houses, set in more or less 
extensive grounds. The Arc de Triomphe 
was almost in sight when she paused at length 
before a tall house with a plain facade, entered 
an iron gate, which stood partly open, as it 
for the convenience of many persons passing 
in and out, walked around a winding path 
bordered by a high, well-trimmed hedge, 
mounted a flight of steps, and rang the door¬ 
bell. A white-capped maid answered the 
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summons, and smiled in recognition of the 
visitor. 

“Mademoiselle Vincent? Oh, yes, she was 
at home! Would Mademoiselle Irina go up to 
her room ? ” 

Mademoiselle Irma replied that she would; 
and, with the cordial approval of the maid, 
who thus 'saw herself spared a journey of 
three fights of stairs, passed up the staircase. 
She was thoroughly familiar with the house; 
so when she reached the final landing she 
walked down a narrow passage, knocked at a 
closed door, and, hardly waiting for permis¬ 
sion, opened it and entered the room within. 

A very small room, but dainty and pleasant 
to the eye, with its dark polished floor, its 
draperies of gay flowered cretonne, its narrow 
white bed, and, best of all, its open window 
overlooking the tall trees and green alleys of 
a ducal garden. A girl with large brown eyes 
and a mass of fluffy chestnut hair sprang up 
from the only easy-chair the room contained, 
when Irma entered. 

“ Ah, how glad I am to see you!” she cried, 
embracing her in a very impulsive fashion. 
“If you had failed to come within half an 
hour, I must have gone out; and then you 
would not have heard my news, at least not 
immediately.” 

“And what is your news?” Irma asked, 
kissing her on both cheeks. “ It must be 
good, for your eyes are shining like stars.” 

“And well they may!” the girl laughed. 
“ I have just received a note from the maestro. 

He wishes to see me particularly. X-and 

Z- are here” (she named two noted im¬ 

presarios), “and he wants to arrange for 
them to hear me sing.” 

“Ah!” Irma flashed, through sympathy, into 
an animation almost equal to her own. “And 
that means?” 

“ That my time of waiting is nearly over. 
I am like a bird fluttering on the edge of its 
nest. I shall soon spread my wings, and 
then ”—she opened her arms with a graceful 
gesture, as if they were wings—“ then I shall 
fly away over the wide world, singing, sing¬ 
ing, singing, and coining money!” 

Irma shook her head with an air of rebuke. 

“ Don’t, Camilla ! ” she said. “ I cannot 
bear to hear you talk of coining money. It 
is not of that an artist should think.” 

“ But it is of that they all do think,” re¬ 
joined Camilla. “And of what else should I 
think? Is it likely that I would work as I 
have done, and as I shall still have to do, let 
even the best come, for the purpose of devot¬ 
ing myself to Art and giving pleasure to 
others? Bah! Of course I love my art, but 
I would never slave at it without the hope of 
its rewards.” 

“ No one could possibly expect you to do 
so. But you should not talk as if money were 
the chief reward of which you thought.” 

“ But how can I talk otherwise if it is the 
chief, ma chere? Fame is all very well, but 
what would it be worth without the money 
that accompanies it ? Don’t look so shocked! 
Everybody thinks just as I do, except your 
father and a few—very few—other idealists. 
As for my profession, it is well known that 
there are no more mercenary people in the 
world than musicians, especially singers.” 

“But that does not prove anything, Cam¬ 
illa.” 

“Look even at the maestro!” Camilla went 
on, with energy. “ I am devoted to him, but 


do you think I am blind to the reason of his 
fondness for me? How much would he care 
for me if I did not have what he calls * a 
pearl of a voice ’ ? And why does he value 
this pearl of a voice except for the money >t 
is going to bring to me and to him? You 
are a dreamer, Irma mia: you have lived only 
in the studio, and read Dante, and heard the 
dear papa rhapsodize; but 1—1 have looked 
the world in the face, and I am not afraid o,f 
it. I will have it at my feet yet, and I will 
enjoy all that it can give. Oh, you will seel” 


A “Snap-Shot” of the World’s Progress. 

From E. S. Brooks’s “Story of the Nineteenth Cen¬ 
tury.” ( Lothrop .) 

In 1800 men rode in stage coaches, and in 
1900 in automobiles; they carried flint and 
steel, where to-day they use the electric light; 
they groaned beneath the surgeon's uncertain 
knife, took months to cross the ocean, had 
scarcely one newspaper a week, and lived in 
their own isolated, limited, small, and selfish 
fashion, save where a few aristocrats kept 
“ open house;” drunkenness was the fashion; 
duelling the only code of honor, and bigotry 
the rule. The laws of humanity were few, 
and kindness to the unfortunate, the unpro¬ 
tected, and to animals almost an uncertain 
quality; slavery or serfdom were the normal 
conditions of the majority of the world’s peo¬ 
ple, and the crimes of to-day were scarcely 
even the vices of our grandsires: education 
was for the few, power was the prerogative 
of a handful of aristocrats, and the “ sub¬ 
merged tenth ” of 1900 was the submerged 
nine-tenths of 1800. Men took but few pleas¬ 
ures, and took them seriously; the days of the 
tallow dip were the days of secrecy, supersti¬ 
tion, and ignorance. Sport was for the most 
part cruelty, and athletics were brutally un¬ 
developed ; weakness was the fag of strength, 
and what we know as the “ amenities of life ” 
were as rare as courtesy and as little under¬ 
stood as the “ mysteries ” of science. 

Look out over the bright, brilliant, progres¬ 
sive, and properous world that greets the 
twentieth century, - and exclaims in the words 
of the psalmist and the first telegram: “ What 
hath God wrought! ” 

This is a grand progress to have been a part 
of; it is a grand achievement to have lived 
to see. Failures and drawbacks the Nine¬ 
teenth Century had in plenty; but its suc¬ 
cess far exceeded its failures; absolute and 
steady progress was its record; its story, one 
of triumphant advance. In literature, science, 
and art; in invention, improvement, and pos¬ 
session; in liberty, humanity, civilization, and 
law the Nineteenth Century stands, “the heir 
to all the ages in the foremost files of time; ” 
and in unity, neighborliness, in brotherhood, 
and all the gentler and more refining, no less 
than the strenuous and determined ways of 
men this wonderful century, in spite of bick¬ 
erings and jealousies, in spite of greed and 
arrogance, in spite of hates and feuds, in spite 
of selfishness and suspicion, steps grandly in 
the advance as the flower and pride of all the 
centuries since Christ came to Bethlehem, and 
taught men that Golden Rule which, after 
nineteen hundred years of slow and sullen 
schooling, is to become the motive and creator 
of the great things which the new century 
holds for man. 
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THE SONG OF THE HARROW AND PLOW. 

From Day’s “Up in Maine.” (Smallj Maynard & 
Co.) 

From the acres of Aroostook, broad and mellow in 
the sun, 

Down to rocky York, the chorus of the farmers has 
begun. 

They are riding in Aroostook on a natent sulky plow, 

— They are riding, taking comfort, for they’ve learned 

the secret how. 

They are planting their potatoes with a whirring new 
machine, 

— Driver sits beneath an awning; slickest thing 

you’ve ever seen. 

There is not a rock to vex ’em in the acres spreading 
wide, 

So they sit upon a cushion, cock their legs, and 
smoke and ride. 

Gee and Bright go lurching onward in the furrow’s 
mellow stream, 

Over there, with clank of whiffle, tugs a sturdy 
Morgan team. 

And the man who rides the planter or who plods the 
broken earth 

Joins and swells the mighty chorus of the season’s 
budding mirth. 

And they’ve pitched the tune to a jubliant strain. 
They are lilting it merrily now. t 

We waited for that melody up here in Maine, 

—’Tis the song of the harrow and plow. 

They are picking rocks in Oxford, and in Waldo 
basting ledge, 

And they’re farming down in Lincoln on their acres 
set on edge. 

Down among the kitchen gardens of the slopes of 
Cumberland 

They’re sticking in the garden sass as thick as it 
will stand. 

And every nose is sniffing at the scent of furrow 
earth,’ 

And every man is living all of life at what it’s worth. 

Though the farmer in Aroostook sails across a velvet 
field. 

And his mellow, crumby acres vomit forth a spend¬ 
thrift yield, 

All the rest are just as cheerful on their hillside 
farms as he, 

For there’s cosy wealth in gardens and a fortune 
in a tree. 

So they’re singing the song of the coming of 
Spring, 

And the song of the empty mow; 

Of the quiver of birth that is stirring the earth, 

5 Tis the song of the harrow and plow. 


Never Be Monotonous. 

From A. and E. Castle’s “The Bath Comedy.” 

{Stokes.) 

Mistress Kitty Bellairs, the reigning toast 
of Bath, the prettiest woman, in the estimation 
of her admirers, in all England, and the 
wittiest, laughed low to herself, then rose 
from her chair, took her tall friend by the 
shoulders, and walked her up to the mirror. 

“Look at yourself,” said she, “and look at 
me.” Lady Standish winced. Kitty Bellairs 
—as complete in every detail of beauty as a 
carnation—smiled upon herself sweetly. 

Lady Standish ceased weeping as suddenly 
as if her tears had been mechanically turned 
off. She regarded the widow earnestly. 

“Now, child,” said Mistress Bellairs, with 
all the authority of her twenty-six years, 
“here we have been four weeks acquainted, 
and you have more than once done me the 
honor of saying that you considered me your 
friend.” 

“ ’Tis so,” said Lady Standish. 

“ Then listen to me. There are three great 
rules to be observed in our dealings with men. 
The first rule comprises an extraordinary 
number of minor details, but briefly and com¬ 
prehensively it runs thus: Never be monoton¬ 
ous! Second rule: Never let a man be too 
sure of you! Oh! that is a wonderful wise 
maxim : reflect upon it. Third: Never, never 


let a man see how — ivcll, how far from lovely 
you can look! Tush, tush, you are a better- 
looking woman than I am, but not when you 
have been blubbering, and not when you are 
fretful. Pray,” said Mistress Kitty inquisi- 
torially ex cathedra, “ how many times a day 
do you tell that unfortunate man that you love 
him? And, worse still, how many times a 
day do you want him to say that he loves 
you ? I vow ’tis enough to drive him to cards, 
or wine, or something infinitely worse that 
also begins with a w! And, pray, if you 
spend all you have, and empty your purse, do 
you think your purse becomes a very valua¬ 
ble possession? ’Tis a mere bit of leather. 
Nay, nay. keep your gold, and give it out 
piece by piece, and do not give it at all unless 
you get good change for it. Oh,” cried 
Kitty, a fine flush of indignation rising scarlet 
behind her rouge, “ I marvel that women 
should be such fools!—to act the handmaid 
where they should ever rule as mistress; to 
cast forth unsought what they should dole 
out only to the supplicant on bended knee. 
Hath a man ever had from me an unsolicited 
avowal ? Have I ever thrown the most ardent 
lover more than a ‘ perhaps ’ and ‘ it may be,’ 
a smile, a dimple, a finger-tip? (What they 
have stolen I have not given, that is obvious! 
And besides, ’tis neither here nor there.) 
And pray. Lady Standish, since when have 
you left off putting on rouge and having your 
hair tied and powdered, and wearing a decent 
gown of mornings and a modish sacque, and 
a heel to that pretty foot, a jewel in the ear, 
and a patch beneath the lip? ” 

Lady Standish had ceased contemplating the 
ceiling; she was looking at her friend. 

“ But, madam,” she said, “ this is strange 
advice. Would you have me coquette with 
my husband, as if—God forgive me for saying 
such a thing—as if I were not wife, but mis¬ 
tress? ” 

“ La, you there,” said Mistress Bellairs, 
and clapped her hands, “ there is the whole 
murder out! You are the man’s lawful, hon¬ 
est wife, and therefore all tedium and home¬ 
liness. all fretful brow and tearful eye.” 

There fell a silence. Lady Standish rose 
indignant, grew red, grew pale, caught a 
glimpse of herself again in the mirror, shrank 
from the sight, and crept back to the sofa 
with a humble and convicted air. Then she 
cast a look of anguished pleading at Mistress 
Bellairs’ bright unfeeling countenance. 

“Tell me,” she said with a parched lip,” 
“what shall I do?” 


The Wrong Handbag. 

From Marchmont’s “ Dorothy Marlow.” (Rand, 
(McNally & Co.) 

Something of what the adventure might 
mean to her she began to understand a lit¬ 
tle later, when she roused herself from her 
reverie she had began to examine the handbag 
which she had brought away in mistake. 

Her first thought was to look for some 
clew to the identity of the owner in order to 
write to her; but the bag contained nothing 
in the nature of such a clew. Besides a very 
few of the trifles which women carry on a 
journey—a piece of tatting work, some hair¬ 
pins. a buttonhook, etc.—she found in it a 
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handkerchief, new and unmarked; a pair of 
gloves, also new; a beautiful and costly ivory 
case of needlework requisites—quite out of 
character with the bag itself and everything 
in it; an envelope with a curl of golden hair 
— a c hild’s; a child’s photograph, much 
thumbed and broken at the corners and 
stained as if with blistering tears. The girl 
gazed at this with the wistful, half-sad in¬ 
tensity of a woman in whom the instincts of 
maternity were strong. Then thinking she 
could trace in the child’s face the look which 
she had seen in the woman’s eyes, she smiled 
to it, as if the little thing could understand, 
and kissed the face. 

The last thing she scrutinized was the most 
incongruous of all—an old, large, shabby 
leather cigar case, one side of which was 
much bulged out by the contents. 

It was as ill-fitted a companion for the 
lovely, dainty needlework case as the respec¬ 
tive owners had seemed to be to each other. 

She opened it, and what she had seen of 
the man determined her to examine it closely* 
On one side there were two cigars—very good 
and costly, as the girl was sufficient judge to 
know. She scanned them closely, and then 
peered down into the empty side from which 
she had taken them. But her curiosity was 
much more eager concerning a very thick 
cake of tobacco, which was in the opposite 
side of the case and had caused the bulg/e 
that had attracted her notice. 

She drew it out carefully, and then 'exam¬ 
ined it with most scrupulous minuteness. 
Her sharp eyes soon detected a crack in the 
tobacco, and a very little maneuvering and 
working enabled her to see that it was a 
cunningly contrived hiding place. 

As she opened it she gave vent to a low 
exclamation. 

Artfully hidden in it was a piece of tar¬ 
nished gold, in which were set three huge 
red. stones. The girl, who knew something 
of jewels, believed them to be rubies of the 
purest water, and knew that if genuine they 
were worth thousands of pounds. 

As she looked at them she almost held her 
breath in mingled astonishment, admiration 
and bewilderment. 


Old' Time Poker in the South. 

From "Jack Pots ” ( Jamieson-Htggins Co.) 

One December night not so many years 
ago a party of seniors in the Southern Uni¬ 
versity were having a social game of poker. 
This old college had turned out at about the 
same time Howell Cobb, Alexander Stephens, 
Robert Toombs and other famous characters 
of the olden days, and was redolent of rem¬ 
iniscences. 

Uncle Tub was the night watchman of the 
campus. He saw a light in the room, when 
all the rest of the building was dark, and as 
in duty bound he crawled up three flights of 
stairs and walked into the room without cere¬ 
mony, causing the utmost consternation. 

“.Hi! I cotch yer!” he exclaimed. “I’se 
gwine ter lay it all out ter de doctor ’bout dis 
yere fust class sittin’ up here after hours an’ 
gamblin', jess like der Jews.” 

The crowd immediately surrounded the old 


man and protested that they were simply 
boning up for an “ exam,” but Uncle Tub 
would have none of it. 

“ Go ’way, boss,” he' said sternly. “Ain’t I 
done heard de rattle of de chips? Ain’t I 
done seed yer wipe in dat dar jack pot? ” 

“ What?” 

“Dat jack pot,” Uncle Tub repeated.with 
emphasis. “Ain’t I done seed yer wipe it in? 
Don’t tell me.” 

Uncle Tub’s knowledge of the game came 
as a revelation. 

“Uncle Tub,” said the tall senior at the 
end of the table, “ I am astonished at you. 
You are a deacon in the church, and a man of 
unquestioned probity, and I cannot believe 
that you are acquainted with the sinful game 
of poker as your words would indicate.” 

“ Dat’s all right, boss,” returned the old 
man. “ I wasn’t always a deacon.” 

“ Do vou mean to say that you have played 
poker ? * 

“No; I ain’t adzactly played de game.” 

“Then what do you know about it?” 

The old darkey had seated himself upon a 
trunk with his lantern dangling between his 
knees, and he assumed an air of dignity terri¬ 
ble to witness. 

“ Lemme tell yer,” said he. “ I was in a 
jack pot of niggers one time.” 

“ What’s that ? ” The students had left 
their places by this time, and encircled the 
old darkey, who swelled with pride at the 
attention he was attracting. 

“I say I was in a jack pot of niggers one 
time,” repeated Uncle Tub, “an’ Marse 
Henry won me,” repeated the old watchman, 
slowly and thoughtfully. Then he put his 
lantern on the floor and told his story. 

“Dat war long time afore de wah,” he 
said slowly. “Most of de young bucks what 
come to college in dem days had der nigger 
man wid ’em. I belong to young Marse 

George B-. He was a Satan, dat boy, 

but his daddy was er angel. 

“ Dere was fouh of ’em—all young bucks, 
jes like you all. Dere was fouh of us nig¬ 
gers, too; all about de same age, an’ we all 
sets dere an’ sees de game. I tell you 
chillun, dat was a game. It kep’ gittin’ 
hotter an’ hotter. My young marse lose all 
his cash an’ then he gin to lose what wasn’t 
cash. He gits madder an’ madder. Marse 

Henry C- won all de stakes, an’ jes 

nacherly keeps on winnin’ lak he born to 
win. 

“ Atter while my young marse say: 

“ ‘ Damme, dar goes all I’se got in de 
worl’ but Tobe.’ Dat’s what dey call me in 
dem days—Tobe. ’Fore I knowed it I done 
heard him say: 

“‘Les make a jack pot outen de niggers.’ 

“ Dey was all in for it. Dey ax de udder 
niggers an’ yer humble servant to stand in 
de middle of de flo\ an’ Marse George he 
dole de kyards. He ketched a good pair, 
kase he axed me to step up to de table. 

“‘I opens dis pot,’ he says, ‘wid Tobe.' 

“ * I stays in it wid Jack,’ says Marse 

Henry C-, axin’ Jack, his nigger, ter step 

’long side of me. 

“ De rest of the gemmuns dey puts dere 
niggers in too, an’ dar we was, waitin’ for 
de call of de cards. 
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“ Well, I kaint tell how it happens, but 

Marse Henry C-won de whole lot of us, 

hair an’ hide. 

“ Den he says, ‘ Good-night, gemmuns,’ 
an’ he walks down stairs, us a-follerin’ lak 
sheep. 

“ I mout er belonged to dat man to dis day, 
but nex’ mawnin’ Marse George’s pa he 
comes to de college an’ buys me back. Den 
he tells Marse George he can’t hab no nig¬ 
ger to wait on him.” 


The Rubaiyat. 

From Tompkins’s “The Things That Count.” 

(Putnam.) 

“I will read you what I was just reading 
when you came in, the ‘ Rubaiyat/ I heard 
it set to music—the Persian Garden, you know 
—and I was ashamed that I was so unfamiliar 
with it. I never read a line of it before to¬ 
night. I have heard it quoted a great deal, 
of course; there is a certain kind of man who 
always quotes it to you in romantic situations. 
Indeed I heard a girl describe a man as ‘ the 
only man who had never quoted the 
“ Rubaiyat ” to her.’ ” 

“ I haven’t quoted it for twenty years,” said 
the Doctor, throwing himself on the leather- 
covered sofa near which her chair was stand¬ 
ing, and putting his arms under his head. 
“ Now, fire ahead,” he said. 

Evelyn read slowly, bringing out the mean¬ 
ing of each phrase. 

“Ah, that is fine! I had forgotten that it 
was so good,” he said, after a little. 

“ There was the Door to which I found no key, 
There was the Veil through which I might not see,” 

he quoted. “And there are fools who think 
they know it all! Read me that again,” he 
said presently, when she had gone on farther. 
Evelyn repeated: 

“ I sent my soul through the Invisible 

Some secret of that After life to spell: 

And by and by my Soul returned to me, 

And answerd, r I Myself am Heav’n and Hell’: 

** Heav’n but the Vision of fulfilled Desire, 

And Hell the Shadow of a Soul on fire 
Cast on the Darkness into which Ourselves, 

So late emerg’d from, shall so soon expire.” 

She slipped her hand into his as it pro¬ 
jected beside his head, and he held it fast. 

“ ‘ The Vision of fulfill’d. Desire.’ I won¬ 
der if my fulfilled desire would not have been 
a hell to me,” he said, as she paused after the 
last line. “ I am in a strange mood to-night,” 
he went on, as she did not answer. “ Some¬ 
thing that happened to-day brought up some¬ 
thing that happened years ago very vividly 
before me. Here, finish the thing and then 
you must go to bed. I’m a nice doctor, keep¬ 
ing you from sleep to amuse me.” 


The Match-Maker of the Bohemian Village. 

From Kopta's “Forestman of Vimpek.” (Lothrop .) 

As we were talking, the match-maker him¬ 
self came out with the lad who had gone for 
the chair. He stood a moment, contemplating 
us all with perhaps an eye to business; then 
he seated himself not far away, and waited, 
so it seemed to me, like a spider, watching for 
the silly fly to enter his web. 


He had not long to wait. A buxom young 
girl from another village, with a basket on her 
back, came up the highway. Perhaps she 
had made an appointment with the match¬ 
maker at this place as a good one to hold a 
consultation in. Indeed, neither one seemed 
astonished at seeing the other, and the girl, 
putting down her basket, seated herself by the 
dohazovatsch. At first, they spoke in low 
tones; then, growing animated, they talked so 
that we could hear what they said. 

“It’s such a dirty trade,” objected the girl; 
“ a chimney-sweep ! ” 

“ No worse, my daughter, than a smith, a 
blacksmith for that matter,” answered the 
match-maker. “And he is a wealthy lad.” 

“ I saw him once at the dance on St. Cath¬ 
erine’s day,” the girl said, “ he has black eyes.” 

“ Every one cannot be as blond and good- 
looking as you are, my child,” said the dohazo- 
vatch, with an insinuative smile. “And then 
he has a chalupa (a cottage) ; and he has a 
cow and a pig. A well-to-do-youth, I call 
him.” 

“ I would have preferred a blond lad,” said 
the girl, meditatively. 

“ Well, I have several on hand,” the match¬ 
maker said, in a businesslike tone. “ How 
would Tomas Swoboda do ? or what do you 
say to Vincenc Ceeka ? They are noth blonds; 
and from the village behind the forest.” 

“ What have they got ? ” 

“ They are neither of them as well-to-do as 
Kaspar, to be sure,” was the reply. “ Tomas 
is a shoemaker, and Vincenc a tailor, and they 
each have about a hundred florins, more or 
less.” 

“And you are sure Kaspar will get the 
chalupa?” 

“ Quite sure; I spoke with his parents yes¬ 
terday.” 

“I would have preferred a blond lad. But 
then—well, I will go and have a look at the 
chalupa before I decide. Kaspar will also 
have a cow and a pig, you say? How about 
geese ? ” 

“ His mother told me that the girl must 
bring the geese,” the match-maker replied. 
“ But I will try and get them to throw in some 
chickens.” 

“A cock and six hens, at the very least,” said 
the girl. “They ought to remember that it is 
a dirty, trade—a chimney-sweep.” 


The Lady Who Was Very Exclusive. 

From Grant Allen’s “Hilda Wade.” (Putnam.) 

We toured all round India with the Meadow- 
crofts ; and really the lady who was “ so very 
exclusive” turned out not a bad little thing, 
when once one had succeeded in breaking 
through the ring-fence with which she sur¬ 
rounded herself. She had an endless, quench¬ 
less restlessness, it is true; her eyes wandered 
aimlessly; she never was happy for two min¬ 
utes together, unless she was surrounded by 
friends, and was seeing something. What 
she saw did not interest her much; certainly 
her tastes were on a level with those of a very 
young child. An odd-looking house, a queer- 
ly dressed man, a tree cut into shape to look 
like a peacock delighted her far more than 
the most glorious view of the quaintest old 
temple. Still she must be seeing. She could 
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no more sit still than a fidgety child or a 
monkey at the Zoo. To be up and doing was 
her nature—doing nothing, to be sure; but 
still, doing it strenuously. 

So we went the regulation round of Delhi 
and Agra, the Taj Mahal, and the Ghats at 
Benares, at railroad speed, fulfilling the whole 
duty of the modern globe-trotter. Lady 
Meadowcroft looked at everything for ten 
minutes at a stretch; then she wanted to be 
off, to visit the next thing set down for her in 
her guide-book. As we left each town she 
murmured mechanically : “ Well, we’ve seen 
that, thank Heaven!” and straightway went 
on, with equal eagerness and equal boredom, 
to see that one after it. 

The only thing that did not bore her, in¬ 
deed, was Hilda’s bright talk. 

“ Oh, Miss Wade,” she would say, clasping 
her hands, and looking up into Hilda’s eyes 
with her own empty blue eyes, “ you are so 
funny! So original, don’t you know! 
You never talk or think of anything like other 
people. I can’t imagine how such ideas come 
up in your mind. If / were to try all day, 
I’m sure I should never hit upon them ! ” 
Which was so perfectly true as to be a trifle 
obvious. 

Sir Ivor, not being interested in temples, 
but in steel rails, had gone on at once to his 
concession, or contract, or whatever else it 
was, on the north-east frontier, leaving his 
wife to follow and rejoin him in the Hima¬ 


layas as soon as she had exhausted the sights 
of India. So, after a few dusty weeks of wear 
and tear on the Indian railways, we met him 
once more in the recesses of Nepaul, where 
he was busy constructing a light local line 
for the reigning Maharajah. 

If Lady Meadowcroft had^een bored at Al¬ 
lahabad and Ajmere, she was immensely more 
bored in a rough bungalow among the track¬ 
less depths of the Himalayan valleys. To 
anybody with eyes in his head, indeed, Toloo, 
where Sir Ivor had pitched his headquarters, 
was lovely enough to keep one interested for 
a twelvemonth. Snow-clad needles of rock 
hemmed it in on either side ; great deodars 
rose like huge tapers on the hillsides ; the 
plants and flowers were a joy to look at. But 
Lady Meadowcroft did not care for flowers 
which one could not wear in one’s hair ; and 
what was the good of dressing here, with no 
one but Ivor and Dr. Cumberledge to'see one? 
She yawned till she was tired; then she began 
to grow peevish. 

“ Why Ivor should want to build a railway 
at all in this silly, stupid place,” she said, as 
we sat in the veranda in the cool of the even¬ 
ing, “ I’m sure / can’t imagine. We must go 
somewhere. This is maddening, maddening! 
Miss Wade—Dr. Cumberledge—I count upon 
you to discover something for me to do. If 
I vegetate like this, seeing nothing all day 
long but those eternal hills ”—she clenched 
her little fist—“ I shall go mad with ennui.” 



“ HIS MOOD WAS UNSOCIABLE.” 
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BOOKS ON PARIS AND LONDON. 
Adolphus (F.), Some memories of Paris, $1.50.. ..Holt 

Allen (Grant), Paris, $1.25. Wessels 

Cassell’s guide to London, new rev. ed ., 50c.; pap., 
25c... Cassell 

Cassell’s guide to Paris and the Universal Exhibition 

of 1900, new rev. ed . Cassell 

Davis (R. H ), About Paris, $1.25. Fla*per 

De Forest (Katharine), Paris as it is. net , $1.25. 

Doubleaay. P. dr Co 
Hamerton (P. G.), Paris in old and present times, ne7u 

ed ., $3. Little , B 

Harper’s guide to P iris and the Exposition of 1900, 
$1. Harper 

Henry (Stuart), Paris days and evenings, %i.Lippincott 
Hopkins (T.), Dungeons of old Paris, $1.75 ....Putnam 

— Idler in old France, $2. Scribner 

Jackson (Lady C. C.), Old Pans, $1.50. Holt 

Krout (M. H.). A looker-on in London. $< .5c.. Dodd, M 

Lonercan (W. F.), Historic churches of Paris, net , §6. 

Whittaker 

Martin (B. E. and C. M ), The stones cf Paris, 2 v., $4. 

Scribner 

Morrow (W. C.), Bohemian Paris of to day, $3.50. 

Lippincott 

Practical guide to Paris Exposition, 50c. Stokes 

Pritchard (R. A.), ed.. London and Londoners, new 

ent. ed./or 1900, $1.25. . . Wessels 

Stedman (E. C. and T. L.), Pocket-guide to Europe, 

1900; with guide to the Exposition, $1.50. Jenkins 

Woman’s (A), Paris, $1.25. Small , M. dr Co 

Zola (E.), Paris, $2. Macmillan 

*** 

THE NEW NOVELS. 

Adachi (K.), Iroka; tales of Japan, $1.25. 

Doubleday dr McC 
Ade (G.), Doc’ Horne, $1.25. Stone 

— Fables in slang, $1. Stone 

Alden (Mrs. G. R.), Missent: the story of a letter, 75c. 

Lot hr op Pub 

— and Livingston (Mrs. C. M.), By way of the wilder¬ 
ness, Si.50. Lothrop Pub 

Alexander (Mrs.) A golden autumn, $1; pap., 50c. 

Lippincott 

— The step-mother, $1 25. Lippincott 

Alien (pseud.), The untold half, $1; pap., 50c ...Putnam 


Allen (G.), Miss Cayley’s adventures, $1.50- Putnam 

— A splendid sin, |i. Buckles 

Altsheler (J. A.), In circling camps, $1.50. Appleton 

— The last rebel, $1.25. Lippincott 

Aubrey (F.), A queen of Atlantis, Si.50. Lippincott 

Bacheller (Irving), Ben Holden: a tale of the north 

country, $1.50. Lothrop Pub 

Balfour (A ), Vengeance is mine,$1.50.New Amsterdam 

Balzac (H. de) Personal opinions, $1.50. Hardy, P 

Bangs (J. K.), The booming of Acre Hill (stories), $1.25. 

Harper 

— The dream'rs, a club (parodies), $1.25 . Harper 

— The enchanted typewriter, $1.25. Harper 

Baring-Gould (S.) Pabo. the priest, 50c. Stokes 

Barr (Mrs. A. E.), Trinity bells, S150. Taylor dr Co 

Barr (Rob ), Jennie Baxter, journalist, $1.75. Stokes 

— The strong aim, $1.25. Stokes 

Barrett (Frank), A set of rogues, pap., 50c. .Am. News 

Barrow (E. N.), The fortune of war, $1.25. Holt 

Barry (W.), Arden Massiter, $1.50. Century 

Bartlett (V. W.), Heart’s desire, $1.50. Lane 

Barton (W. E.) Pine knot: story of Kentucky life, 

S..50. Appleton 

Bates (Arl ). Love in a cloud,$1.50. .Houghton,M. dr Co 
Beard (W. Le C.), Sand and cactus, $1.50. Scribner 

Becke (G. L ), Old convict days (stories), $1.50. 

New Amsterdam Bk 

— Ridan the devil and other stories, $1.50. Lippimott 

Benson (E. F.), Mammon & Co., $1.50. Appleton 

— The Princess Sophia, $1.25. Harper 

Besant (Sir W.), The alabaster box, $1.50. Dodd, M 

— The or.inge girl, $1.50. Dodd , M 

Birt (A.), Castle Czvargas, Si.25. Longmans 

Black (A.), Modern daughters, il.,$2.so. Scribner 

Black (Clementina), The pursuit of Camilla, $1; pap., 

50c. Lippincott 

Blouet (Paul), (“Max O'Rell”), Woman and artist, 
Si.25. Harper 

Blundell (Mrs. M. E. S ), Yeoman Fleetwood, $1.50. 

Longmans 

Booth (Mrs. E. M. J. G.), Good Mrs. Hypocrite, $1. 


Buckles 

Boothby (Guy), Love made manifest, $1.25. Stone 

— A maker of nations, $1; pap., 50c. Appleton 
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Boothby (Guy), Dr. Nikola’s experiment, $i; pap., 50c. 

Appleton 

— The Red Rat’s daughter, $1.25. New Amsterdam 

Brady (C. T.), For the freedom of the sea., pap., 50c. 

International BA r. b 3 Pub. 
—— $1.50. Scribner 

— The grip of honor, $1.50. Scribner 

Brady (J. E.) t Tales of the telegraph, $t; pap., 50c. 

Jamieson • Higgins 

Briscoe (M. S.), The sixth sense, and other stories, 

$1.25... Harper 

Broughton (R.), The game and the candle, $1; pap., 

50c. Appleton 

Brown (A. R.), A cosmopolitan comedy, $1; pap., 50c. 

Appleton 

— The immortal garland, $1; pap., 50c. Appleton 

Brown (C.), Knights in fustian, $i.go. Houghton , M 

Browne (T. A.), [“ Rolf Boldrewood ” pseud.], War to 

the knife, $1.50. Macmillan 

Buckan (J.), A lost lady of old years, $1.50. Lane 

— Grey weather moorland tales of my own people, 

$1.50. Lane 

Buchanan (Rob.), Andromeda, $1.25. Lippincott 

Bullen (F. T.), Cruise of the Cachalot , pap., 25c. 

Appleton 

— Cruise of the Cachalot , pap., net , 15c .. .International 

— Idylls of the sea, $1.25. Appleton 

— The log of a sea-waif, $1.50. Appleton 

Bullock (S. F.), The Barrys, $1.25 .. .Doubleday b 3 McC 
Burchell (S. H.), The duke’s servants, $1.50.. Little, B 
Burnett (F. H.), A lady of quality, pap., 50c. 

International Bk. b 3 Pub 
Burton (J. Bloundelle), A bitter heritage, $1; pap., 
50c. Appleton 

— Fortune’s my foe, $1 ; pap., 50c. Appleton 

— The seafarers, $1 ; pap., 50c. Appleton 

Burnett ( Mrs . F. H.), In connection with the De 

Willoughby claim, $1.50. Scribner 

Caffyn (Mrs. K. M.), (“Iota”), Anne Mauleverer, $1 ; 
pap., 50C.... Lippincott 

— The minx, $1.50. Stokes 

Caine (T. H. H.), The Manxman, pap., 50c... Am. News 
Cameron (Mrs. H. L.), The craze of Christina, 35c. 

Street b 3 S 

— A man’s undoing, $1. Buckles 

Capes (B.), At a winter’s fire, $1.25. ..Doubleday dr* McC 

— From door to door, $1.50. Stokes 

Carey (R. N.), Life’s trivial round, $1.25. Lippincott 

Carruth (H.), Mr. Milo Bush and other worthies 

(stories), $1. Harper 

Castle (E.), The light of Scarthey, fi.50. Stokes 

— Marshfield, the observer, $1.50. Stone 

— Young April, $1.50. Macmillan 

Castle (A. and E.), Bath comedy, $1.50. Stokes 


— Pride of Jennico., pap., 50c. Am. News 

Catherwood (Mrs. M. H.), Mackinac and lake stories, 

$1.50. Harper 

Chambers (R. W.), The conspirators, $1.50.. ..Harper 

— The cambric mask, $1.50. Stokes 

— Outsiders, $1.25. Stokes 

Cholmondeley (Mary), Diana Tempest, new ed with 

biog. sketch, $1.50. Appletoa 

Churchill (W.), The celebrity, pap., 50c ....Am. News 

— Richard Carvel, $1.50. Macmillan 

Churchill (W. L. S.), Savrola,$i.25. Longmans 

Clark (H. S.), The Legionaries, $1.50 — Bowen-Merrill 
Clark (K. U.), White butter flies, and other stories, $1.25. 

Taylor b 3 Co 

Clouston (J. S.), The lunatic at large, $1: pap., 50c. 

Appleton 

Cobb (T.), The judgment of Helen, $1.50. Lane ' 


— Mr. Passingham, $1. Lane 

Cobban (F. McL.), An African treasure, $1.25. 

New Amsterdam 

Colmore (G.) (pseud.), Strange story of Hester Wynne, 

$1; pap., 50c. Appleton 

Coloma (Luis), Currita, Countess of Albornoz, $1.50. 

Little, B 

Comfort (W. L.), Trooper tales, $1 . Street b 3 S 

Converse (C. C.), Mr. Isolate of Lonely ville, Suburban 

ed., pap., coc. Russell 

Converse (Florence), The burden of Christopher, $1.50. 

Houghton , M 

Coppee (f.) Tales for Christmas and other seasons, $1. 

Little, B 


Corelli (M.), Barabbas, pap., 50c. Am. News 

— Ziska, pap., 50C. International Bk. b 3 Pub 

Coryell (J. R.), Diccon the bold, 75c. Coates 

Cossins (G.), Isban Israel, $1. Drexel Biddle 

— The wings of silence, $1.25. Drexel Biddle 

Couch (A. T. Q.), The ship of stars, $1.50. Scribner 

Crane (S.), Active service, $1.25. Stokes 

Crawford (F. M.), Via crucis, $1.50. Macmillan 

Crockett (S. R.), Joan of the sword hand, $1.50. 

Dodd, M 

— lone March, $1.50..... Dodd, M 

— Kit Kennedy, $1.50. Harper 

Croker (Mrs. B. M'.), Terence, $1.25. Buckle* 

Crowninshield (Mrs. M. B.), San Isidro, $1.50 ..Stone 
Curtis (D. A.), Queer luck: poker stories, $\.Brentano's 
Daniels(Cora L.), The bronze Buddha, fi.50. .Little, B 
Daniels (H. K.), Digby Ravelyn, pap., 50c.. .Home Pub 
Daskam (J. D.), Smith College stories, $1.50 . ..Scribner 
Daudet (A.), Sapho, Special Olga Nethersole ed., cl., 

50c.. Street b 3 S 

— Works, 20 t., ra.,$i.5o. Little, B 

David (R. H.), The lion and the unicorn, $1.25.Scribner 
Davis (Mrs. M. E. M.), The queen’s garden, $1.25^ 

Houghton, M 

Dawson (A. J.), Daniel Whyte, $1.25. Brentano's 

— Story of Ronald Kestrel, $1; pap., 50c. \ppleton 

Day (Holman F.), Up in Maine (stories), $1 

Small , M. b 3 Co 

DeChavanne, Countess Loveau. Ouirda; or, American 
gold regilding the coronets of Europe, $1.50. 

Drexel Biddle 

Dickens (C.), Novels, new Century ed., per v., $1; $1.25; 

$1.50. Nelson 

Dickinson (E.), Hearts importunate, $1.25... .Dodd, M 
Dickson (H.), The black wolf’s breed, $1.50. 

Bowen-Merrill 

Dill (Bessie), The final goal, $1; pap., 50c ....Lippincott 
Ditrichstein (Leo), The song of the sword,$1.50. 

Dillingham 

Dix(E. A.), Deacon Bradbury, $1.50,. Century 

Dole (E. P.), Hiwa, $1. Harper 

Dooley (M.), Mr. Dooley in the hearts of his country¬ 
men, $1.25. Small, AI. b 3 Co 

Douglas (A. M.), Heir of Sherburne, $1.50. Dodd, M 

Doyle (C. W.), The shadow of Quong Lung, $1.25. 

Lippincott 

Doyle (Conan), The green flag and other stories, $1.50. 

McClure, Phillips b 3 Co 

Drummond (H.), A man of his age, $1.25. 

Harper 

Drury (W. P.), Bearers of the burden (stories), $J. 

Putnam 

Dudeney (Mrs. H.), Folly corner, $1.25. Holt 

Du Maurier (G.), Trilby, pap.. 50c. 

International Bk. b 3 Pub 
Dunbar (Mrs. A.), The goodness of St. Rocque (stories), 
$1. Dodd, M 


Dunbar (P. L.), The strength of Gideon, and other 

stories, $1.25. Dodd, M 

Edwards (E.), Jack pots (stories), $1; pap., 50c. 

Jamieson-Higgins 

Eggleston (G. C.), The last of the flat-boats, $1.50. 

Lothrop Pub 

Ellis (J. B.), The dread and fear of kings, $1.25. 

McClurg b* Co 

Embree (C. F.), A dream of a throne (story of a Mexi¬ 
can revolt), $1.50. Little, B 

Field (C: K.), and Irwin (Will H.), Stanford stories; 
tales of a young university, $1.25. 

Doubleday, Page b 3 Co 

Flowerdew (H.), The realist, $1.50. Lane 

Ford (G.), ’Postle farm, $1.25. Dedd, M 

Ford (P. L.), Honorable Peter Stirling, pap., 50c. 

International Bk. b 3 Fub 

-$1.50.. Holt 

-—Janice Meredith, $1.50. Dodd, M 

Fowler (E. T.), The Farringdons, $1.50. Appleton 

Fox (J:),y>., A Cumberland vendetta, new ed., $1.25. 

Harper 

— A mountain Europa, $1.25 . Harper 

Fraser (Mrs. Hugh), The splendid Porsenna, $1.25. 

Lippincott 

Frederic (H.), Gloria mundi, pap., 50c. 

International Bk. b 3 Pub 


French, Alice [“Octave Thanet”], The captured 

dream, and other stories, 50c. Harper 

Friedman (I. K.), Poor people, $1.50. Houghton , M 
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Gaboriau (£.), File no. 113,$!.50. Little. B 

Gale (N.), A June romance, 75c. Stone 

Gallon (T.), The kingdom of hate, $1; pap., 50c. 

Appleton 

Gerard (Dorothea), One year, $1.25. Dodd , M 

Gibson (C. D.), My lady and Allan Darke, $1.50. 

Macmillan 

Gilman (J. B.), The parsonage porch, $1. Little , B 

Gissing (G. R.), The crown of life, $1.50. Stokes 

Glasgow (E A. G.), The voice of the people, $r.so. 

Double day , Page b 3 Co 
Godfrey (E.), The harp of life, $1.50. Holt 

— Poor human nature, $1.50. Holt 

Grant (Rob.), Unleavened bread, $1.50. Scribner 

Gras (Felix), The white terror, $1.50. Appleton 

Gray (Maxwell) pseud.. The world’s mercy, $1; pap., 

5°c. Appleton 

Green (A. K.), A difficult problem, f 1.25. ,F. M. Lupton 
Gunter (A. C.), Adrienne de Portalis, $1.25; pap . 50c. 

Home Pub. Co 

— The fighting troubadour, pap., 50c.; cl., $1.25. 

Home Pub. Co 

Gwynn (S.), Repentance of a private secretary, $1.25. 

Lane 

Habberton (J.), Helen’s babies, Jamieson-Higgins 
Hains (T. J.), Mr. Trunnell, mate of the ship Pirate. 


$*.25. Lot hr op Pub 

— The wind-jammers: tales of the high seas. $1.25. 

Lothrop Pub 

— Wreck of the Conemaugh. $1.25. Lippincott 


Hamblen (H. E.), Yarn of a bucko mate, Si.So .Scribner 

Hardy (Francis), To the healing of the sea, $1.50. 

Drexel Biddle 

Harland (H:) [“Sidney Luska”], The cardinal’s snuff* 


box, Si.50. Lane 

— Grandison Mather, pap., 50c.. Street b 3 S 


Harrison (Mrs. Burton), The circle of a century, $1.25. 

Century Co 

Harte (Bret), From sand-hill to pine (stories), $1.25. 

Houghton. M 

— Mr. Jack Hamlin’s meditation, and other stories, $1.25. 

Houghton. M 

Haskins (Carlyl Davis), For the queen in South Africa 

(stories), fr. Little. B 

Hatton (Jos.), When rogues fall out, $1.25 ...Lippincott 

Hayes (F: W.), A Kent squire, $1.50. F. M. Lupton 

Hewlett (Maurice), Little novels of Italy, $x.Macmillan 
Hichens (Rob.), Tongues of conscience, $1.50 ...Stokes 

Hichens (R. S.), The slave, $1.50. Stone 

Hill (J. A.), Stories of the railroad, f 1.50. 

Doubleday b 3 McC 

-$1; pap., 50. Jamieson-Higgins 

Hinkson (Mrs. K. T.), The walks in beauty, $1.50. 

McClurg 

Hocking (Jos.), The scarlet woman, $1.25_ Routledge 

Holdsworth (A. E.), The valley of the great shadow, 

$1-25. Stone 

Holland (Clive), Marcelle of the Quarter, $x.z$. .Stokes 

Holmes (Mrs. M. J.), The Tracy diamonds, $1.50. 

Dillingham 

Hope (Anthony), Captain Dieppe, 50c. 

Doubleday b* McC 

— Heart of Princess Osra, pap., 50c. Am. News 

— The king’s mirror, $1.50. Appleton 

— Rupert of Hcntzau, $1.50. Holt 

Hornung (E. W.), The amateur cracksman, pap., 25c. 

Am. News 

— The boss of Taroomba, 75c... Scribner 

— Dead men tell no tales, $1.25. Scribner 

Hough (E.), The girl of the Half-way House, $1.50. 

Appleton 

Howard (B. W.), Dionysius the weaver’s Heart’s 
Dearest, $1.50. Scribner 

— The garden of Eden, $1.50. Scribner 

Howard (Lady M.), The undoing of John Brewster, 

$1.5°. Longmans 

Howells (W: D.), Bride roses; Room 45, two plays, ea.. 
.. Houghton. M 

— Their silver wedding journey, $1.50. Harper 

Hughes (Harry), Katherine Barry, $1.25 ...Dillingham 
Hume (Fergus), Bishop Pendle, $1.25. Rand. McN 

— Hagar of the pawn-shop, $1. Buckles 

Hunt (V.), The human interest, $1.25. Stone 

Hussey (E.), On account of Sarah, $1.25. Lippincott 


Hutton (Baroness v ), Miss Carmichael’s conscience, 

fi. . Lippincott 

Hyne (C. J. C. W.), Honor of thieves, $1.25. Fenno 

Jacobs (W. W.), A master of craft, ft.50. Stokes 

Jane (F. T.), The violet flame, $1. Laird b 3 L 

Jarrold (E.), Mickey Finn, pap., 50c. Jamieson-Higgins 
Jerome (K. J.), Three men on wheels, f 1.50.. Dodd. M 
Jokai (Maurus), A Christian but a Roman, cl., 50c. 

Doubleday b 3 McC 

— Debts of honor, $1.25. Doubleday b 3 McC 

— The poor plutocrats, $1.25. Doubleday b 3 McC 

Johnston (C.), Kela Bai, 50c. Doubleday b 3 McC 

Johnston (Mary), To have and to hold, $1.50. 

Houghton. M 

— Prisoners of hope, f 1.50. Houghton. M 

Johnson (W. H.), King or knave, which wins, $1.50. 

Little. B 

Jones (V. C.), Miss Hogg. $1.50. Dillingham 

Keightley (S. R.), Heronford, $1.50. Dodd. M 

Kennedy (Bart), A man adrift, $1.25. Stone 

King (W. H.), My smoking-room companions, $?. 

Whittaker 

Kinross (Albert), An opera and Lady Grasmere, $1.25. 

Stokes 

Kipling (R.), Soldier stories, pap., 50c 

International Bk. b 3 Pub 

Kiser (S. E.), Georgie, $r. Small. M. b 3 Co 

Kopta (E. P.),The forestman of Vimpek, $1.25. 

Lothrop Pub 

Kountz (W: J.),/r., Billy Baxter’s letters. 

Duquesne Distributing Co 
La Flesche (Francis), The middle fire: a story of In¬ 
dian boys at school, fi. Small. M. b 3 Co 

Lagerlof (S.), Invisible links, $1.50. Little. B 

— Miracles of antichrist, pap., 25c. Am. News 

- popular ed.. 75c. Little. B 

Lean (F. M.), A rational marriage, $1.25. Buckles 

Leatherdale (V.), A fair imperialist, $1.50. 

Drexel Biddle 

Lee (A.), The gentleman pensioner, $1; pap., 50c. 

A ppleton 

Lee (J.), Kate Wetherill, f 1.25. . Century Co 

Legge (A. E. J.), Both great and small, fi.50. Lane 

Le Gallienne (R.), The worshipper of the image, $1.25. 

Lane 

Le Queux (W.), The bond of black, $1.50. .Dillingham 


Lewis (A. H.), Sandburrs, f 1.50. Stokes 

Lloyd (U.), The chronic loafer, $1.25. Taylor b 3 Co 

Locke (W. J.), Idols, $1.50. Lane 

— The white dove, $1.50. Lane 

Logan (A. S.), Amy Warren, $1.50. Dillingham 

Long (J. Luther), The Fox-woman, $1.25. Lippincott 

Loomis (C. B.), The four-masted catboat, and other 
tales, f 1.25... Century Ce 


Lorimer (Norris), Mirry-Ann, $1.; pap., 50c.. Appleton 
Lothrop (Mrs. H. M.), The judges’ cave, $1.50. 

Lothrop Pub 

Luther (M. L.), The favor of princes, ft.50. Macmillan 

Lynde (F.), The helpers, $1.50. ...Houghton. M 

McAulay (A.), The rhymer, fi.50. Scribner 

MacDonald (Ronald), The sword of the king, fi.50. 

Century Co 

MacGrath (H.)» Arms and the woman, $1.50. 

Double day b 3 McC 
MacManus (S.), The bewitched fiddle, and other tales, 
75c... Doubleday b 3 McC 

— In chimney corners, net. fi.50. Doubleday b 3 McC 

Macquoid (Mrs. K. S.), A ward of the king, $1.25. 

Buckles 

Magnay (Sir W.), The heiress of the season, ft; pap., 

50c. Appleton 

Magruder (J.), A manifest destiny, $1.25. Harper 

— A beautiful alien, $1.25. Badger 

Mann (Rufus), The prelude and the play, $1.50. 

Houghton. M 

Marchmont (A. W.), A dash for a throne, f 1.25. 

New Amsterdam 


— Dorothy Marlow. $1.25. Rand. McN 

— The greatest gift, $1.25. Buckles 

Marsh (C. L.), A gentleman juror, $1.25.. ..Rand. McN 

Marsh (R:), A second coming, $1.50,.,. Lane 

Martin (H. R.), The elusive Hildegarde, f 1.25 ...Fenno 
Mason (A. E. W.), Miranda of the balcony, fi.so. 

Macmillan 

— and Lang (A.) Parson Kelly, fi.50. Longmans 


Mathew (F.), Defender of the faith, $1.50. Lane 
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Mathews (F. A.), A married man, $1.25.. .Rand, McN 

Matthews (Brander), The action and the word, $1.50. 

Harper 

— A confident to-morrow, $1.50. Harper 

Maupassant (G. de), Pierre and Jean, $1.25. Brentano's 

— Strong - as death, $1.50... Drexel Biddle 

Melville (Herman), Moby Dick, $1.25. 

Dana Estes dr Co 

— Omoo; a sequel to “ Type£ f ” $1.25 ..Dana Estes dr Co 

— Typed, $1.25. Dana Estes dr Co 

— White Jacket, $1.25. Dana Estes dr Co 

Meriwether (Lee), A lord’s courtship, $1 ..Laird dr L 
Merriman (H. S.), Dross, $1.75. Stone 

— The sowers, pap., 50c. Am. News 

Mitchell (S. W.), M.D ., Adventures of Franfois, pap., 

50c. International Bk. dr Pub 

— Autobiography of a quack, $1.25. ....Century Co 

— Hugh Wynne, free Quaker, Continental ed. il. % 2 v., 

$ s ..7 ... . Century Co 

Monkhouse (A.), A deliverance, $'*25. Lane 

Moore (F. F.), Well, after all, $1.50. Dodd, M 

Moore (F. F.), The Jessamy bride, pap., 50c. 

International Bk. dr Pub 
Morris (Clara), A silent singtr (stories), $1 25. 

Brentano's 

Morrison (Arthur), To London town, $1.50. Stone 

Morrison (M. G.), The sea-farers, $1.50. 

Doubleday , P. dr Co 
Morrow (W. C.). A man, his mark, $ 1.25 ....Lippincott 

Munro (N.), Gillian the dreamer, §1.50. Dodd, M 

Murfree (M. N.), The bushwhackers,and other stories, 

$1.25. Stone 

Murray (D. C.), A rogue’s conscience, $1. Buckles 

Mynderse (Bart.), Four years, nine, $1.50. Stokes 

Norris (F.), Blix, §1.25. Doubleday dr McC 

— McTeague, pap., 50c. International Bk. dr Pub 

— A man’s woman, $1.50. Doubleday dr McC 

Osborne (Duffield), The secret of the crater, $1; pap., 

50c. Putnam 

Oscar (W. N.), Cruise of the Golden Wave, $1.50. 

Dutton 

Ouida (pseud ), The waters of Edera, $1.50. Fenno 


Oxenhara (J.), A princess of Vascovy, §1.50. 

Dillingham 

Paddock (Mrs. A. G.), In the toils, pap., 25c .Am News 
Parker (C.), An eventful night, 50c.. Double day dr McC 
Partridge (W. O.), The angel of clay, $1.25.... Putnam 

Paterson (A.), Cromwell’s own, $1.50. Harper 

Peck (G. W.), Sunbeams, 50c.; pap., 25c. 

Jamieson-Higgi n s 

— Peck’s Uncle Ike and the red-headed boy, 50c.; pap , 
25 c. Jamieson-H igg i ns 


Pemberton (Max), Feo : a romance, $1.50. ... Dodd, M 
— The garden of swords, $1.50. Dodd, M 


— Jewel raysteriesl have known,$1.50 ..New Amsterdam 
Pendered(M. L.), Michael Rolf, Englishman, $1.25. 

Doubleday dr McC 

Pendleton, Mark Pierce, Andy Dodge, $1.25. Lee dr S 


Philips (Gordon), The Laird’s wooin g.. Drexel Biddle 

Phillpotts (Eden), Songs of the morning,. Putnam 

Pier (A. S ), The pedagogues, $1.25. Small, M dr Co 

Pinkerton (T.), Sun beetles. $1.25. Lane 


Praed (Mrs. R. M. C.), Madame Izan, $1; pap., 50c. 

A ppleton 

Pritchard (Mrs. K. and H.), A modern mercenary, 

$1.25. Doubleday dr 3 McC 

Pollock (Sir F.) and Maitland, Mrs. C. F., The Etch- 

ingham letters. $1-25. Dodd, M. 

Pool (M. L.), A widowerand some spinsters, $1.so.Stone 

Paine (Allen) pseud., Garthowen, $1; pap., 50c. 

Appleton 

Ralph (J.), A prince of Georgia, and other tales, $1.25. 


Harper 

Rau (H.), The tone king, St.50. Dodd, M 

Rayner (E.), In castle and colony, $1.50. '.Stone 

— Rosalba, $t; pap., 50c... Putnam 


Reid (Christian), Weighed in the balance, $1.50. 

Marlier , C. dr Co 

Remington (F.), Men with the bark on (stories), $1.25. 

Harper 

Reynolds (Mrs. L. B.)(“ G. M. Robins "pseud.), Nigel 
Ferrard, $1; pap., 50c. Lippincott 


Ridge (W. P.), Outside the radius, $1.25. Dodd,\M 

— A son of the state, $1.25. Dodd, M 

Risley (R. V,), The sledge, flex, leath., $1.50 ....Badger 
Roberts (M.), The colossus, $1.25. Harper 

— A son of empire, Si; pap., 50c. Lippincott 


Robertson (Harrison), Red blood and blue, $1.50. 

Scribner 

Robertson t'M. A.), Where angels fear to tread, $1.25. 

Century Co 

Robinson (R. E.), A Danvis pioneer, $1.25. 

Houghton, M 

Rod (E.), The sacrifice of silence. Si.50 — Dillingham 
Rogers (S. B.), Ezra Hardman, M.A., of Wayback Col¬ 
lege, and other stories, $1.25. Dodge Pub. Co 

Rohlfs (Mrs. A. K. G.), Agatha Webb, $1.25. ..Putnam 
Ross ( -.), Chalmelte, new ed., $1; pap., 50c. .Lippincott 

Russell (T. B ), The,mandate, $1.50. Lane 

Russell (W. C.), Captain Jackman, $1. Buckles 

— Voyage at anchor, $1; pap., 50c.. Appleton 

Ryan (Mrs. M. E.), The bondwoman,$1.25.. Rand, MNc 

Sage (W.), Robert Tournay, $1*50. Houghton, M 

Savage (R. H.), Captain Landon, §1-25 ....Rand, McN 

—The shield of his honor, $1; pap., 50c. Home Pub. Co 

Schwartz (J. A.), Vassar studies, $1.50. Putnam 

Secret of Fougereuse, $1.25. Marlier, C. dr Co 

Shackleton (R.), Toomey and others, Si-25 ...Scribner 
Shaw (G. B.), An unsocial socialist, Si.25... Brentano's 

— Cashel Byron’s profession, $1.25. Brentano's 

Sheehan (Rev. P. A.), My new curate, $1.50. 

Marlier, C. dr Co 

Sherwood (M.), Henry Worthington, idealist, $1.50. 

Macmillan 

Shipman (L. E.), D’Arcy of the guards, $1.25. Stone 

Sidney (Margaret), The judges’ cave, $1.50. 

Lothrop Pub 

Sienkiewicz (H.), In vain, $1.25. Little, B 

— The irony of life, $1; pap., 50c . Fenno 

— Knights of the cross, v. 1, $t. Little, B 

— Quo Vadis, Souvenir ed., pap., 50c. Am. News 

Slee (R.) and Pratt (C. A.). Dr. Berkeley’s discovery, 

Si; pap., 50c. Putnam 

Smith (A. C.), The menk and the dancer, Si.50. 

Scribner 

Smith (F. H.), The other fellow, $1.40. Houghton, M 

Smith (Isabel), The minister’s guest. $1; pap., 50c. 

Appleton 

Smith (Minna Caroline), Mary Paget, %\.so..Macmillan 
Snaith (J. C.), Lady Barbarity, $1; pap., 50c ..Appleton 
Spearman (F. H.), The nerve of Foley (stories), $1-25. 

Harper 

Spofford (H.), Old Madame, and other tragedies, $1.25. 

Badger 

Spofford (Mrs. H. E. P.), The maid he married, 75c. 

Stone 

Steffens (J. B ), Letitia Berkeley, A. M., $1.25 ....Stokes 

Stephens (R. N.), A gentleman player, Si.50. Page 

-pap., 50c. International Bk. dr Pub 

— Philip Winwood, $1.50... Page 

Steuart (J. A.), Wine on the lees, §1 50. Dodd, M 

Stevens (S.), The sword of justice, $1.25. Little, B 

Stevenson (R. L.), St. Ives, pap., 50c. Am. News 

Stockton (F. R.), The vizier of the two-horned Alex¬ 
ander, $1.25. Century Co 

Stoddard (W. O.), The Noank’s log, Si .25 Lothrop Pub 

Stoker (Bram), Dracula, $1.50. Doubleday dr McC 

Street (G. S.), Trials of the Bantocks, $1.25. Lane 

Stuart (E.), Averages, $1.50. Appleton 

Stuart (Mrs. R. M «-E.), Holly and pizen (stories) $1.25. 

Century Co 

Stimpson (H. B.), The Tory maid, $1. Dodd, M 

Strain (E. H.), A man’s foes, $1 50; pap., 50c. 

New Amsterdam 

Swift (B.) pseud., Dartnell, $1.25. Stone 

— Siren city (Naples), $1.50 . Dodd, M 

Tarkington (Booth), The gentleman from Indiana, 

$1.50. Doubleday dr McC 

— Monsieur Beaucaire, $1.25- McClure, Phillips dr Co 

Taylor (Mary I.), The cardinal’s musketeer, $1.25. 

McClurg 

— The house of the wizard, $1.25 . McClurg 

Thackeray (W. M.), Works, neiv Century ed., per v., $1; 

$1.25; $1.50. Nelson 
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Thomas (H. W.), The last lady of Mulberry, 51.50. 


Appleton 

Thompson (E. S.), Biography of a grizzly, $1.50. 

Century Co 

— The trail of the Sandhill stag, $1.50. Scribner 

Thompson (H. S.), Windy Creek, $1.25. Scribner 

Thorburn (S. S.), Transgression, $1.50. . Fenno 

Thorold (W. J ), Near the throne, $1.25 .. .Meyer Bros 

Toile (G:), The boarder of Argyle Place, Si.25- Fenno 

Tolstoi ( Count L. N.), Resurrection, $1.50. Dodd, M 

Tompkins (E. K.), Talks with Barbara, $1.25.. Putnam 


Valdes ( Don A. P.), The joy of Captain Ribot, $1.25. 

Brentano's 

Valentine (J.), Beverly Osgood, $1.50. Dillingham 

Vandeventer (E. M.), High stakes, 75c.; pap., 25c. 

Laird < 5 r» L 

Van Zile (E. S.), With sword and crucifix, $1.50.. Harper 
Veysey (A. H.), Hats off! Si.25; pap., 50c.. Dillingham 
Vorse (A. W ), Arctic romances, St.50. ..Drexel Biddle 
Voynich (Mrs. E. L. B.), The gadfly, pap , 25c. 

International Bk. & Pub 

-$1.25. Holt 

Vynne (Nora), The priest’s marriage, $1; pap., 50c. 

Putnam 

Vynne (H. R.), The woman that’s good, $1.50. 

Randy MeIV 

Walkey (S.), For the sake of the duchesse, 50c.. .Stokes 


Walloth (W.), Empress Octavia, $1.50. Little, B 

Warden (Florence). The house in the hills, $1. 

Fenno 

Warman (Cy.), Snow on the headlight, $1.25. .Appleton 

— The white mail, $1.25. Scribner 

Warner (C. D.), That fortune, $1.50. Harper 


Waterbury (J. B.), A new race diplomatist, $1.50. 

Lippincott 

Waterloo (S.); The launching of a man, $1.25. 

Randy McN 

— The seekers, $1.25. ..Stone 

Watson (H. B. M.), Heart of Miranda, and other 

stories, $1.50. Lane 

— The rebel, $1.50. Harper 

— The wolf’s long howl, $1.50. Stone 

Wells (D: D.), Her ladyship’s elephant, $1.25. Holt 

— His lordship’s leopard, Sr.50. Holt 

Wells (H. G.), When the sleeper wakes, $1.50 ..Harper 

Weyman (S. J.), Sophia, $1.50. Longmans 

Wharton (Mrs. E.),The touchstone, $1.25 ,...Scribner 

White (Hervey), D fferences, $1.50. Srnally M 

Whiteing (R.), The island, $1.50. Century Co 

Whitney (Mrs. A. D.), Square pegs, §i.$o.Houghton, M 
Wickersham(J. A.), Enoch Willoughby, $\.$o.Scribner 
Wister (Owen), The Jimmyjohn boss, and other stories, 

$1.25. Harper 

Wilkins (M. E.), The love of Parson Lord (stories), 
$1.25. Harper 

— The heart’s highway, $1.50. Doubledayy P 

Williamson (Mrs.C.N.), Ordered south, $1.25 .Routledge 
Wilson (S. J ), A transplanted lily, pap., 50c. 

Dillingham. 

Winter (J. S.) pseud.. Heart and sword, $1; pap., 50c. 


LiOpincott 

— The money sense, $1.25. Dillingham 

— A name to conjure with, $1.25. Lippincott 

— The peacemakers, pap., $1; 50c. Lippincott 

Winterburn (F. H.), Southern hearts, $1-25. 

F. M. Lupton 

Zack (pseud.). On trial, $1.50. Scribner 

Zola (E.), Fruitfulness [ Ficonditl ], $2. 


Doubleday , Page Co 

V 

BOOKS ON NA TURK. 

Adams (G. C.) Nature studies in Berkshire, I4.50. 

Putnam. 

Austin (A.), Spring and autumn in Ireland, $1. 

Macmillan. 

Ball (Sir R. S.), The story of the heavens. New Rev. 

ed. $3.50. Cassell. 

Blanchan (N.), Birds that hunt and are hunted, $2. 

Doubleday, P. b* Co 

— Nature’s garden, $3. Doubleday, P. & Co 

Carpenter (G. H.), Insects, their structure and life, 

$1.75.... . Macmillan 

Chapman (F. M.) Bird studies with a camera, $1.75. 

Appleton 


Cragin (B. S.) Our insect friends and foes, $1.75. 

Putnam. 

Davis (L. D.), Ornamental shrubs for garden, lawn and 

park planting, $3.50. Putnam 

Dugmore (A. R.), Bird homes. $2. ..Doubleday & McC 
Evans (E.) Botany for beginners, net , 60c . ..Macmillan 
Going (Maud), Field, forest, and wayside flowers, 

$1.50. Baker & Taylor 

Howe (R. H Djr.y On the bird’s highway, $2 ..Small, M 

Jekyll (G.), Home and garden, $3.50. Longmans 

Knobel (E.), Field key to the land birds, net , $1.75. 

Whid den 

— Grasses, sedges, and rushes of the northern U. S. t net, 

$ r. Whidden 

Lounsberry (A.), A guide to the trees, $2.50. Stokes 

.Lucas (E. V.), comp.. The open road, $1.50. Holt 

McCarthy (E.), Familiar fish; their habits and capiure. 

Appleton 

Marble (A. R.) ed.. Nature pictures by American 

poets, $1.25. Macmillan 

Miller (Mrs. H. M.), The first book of birds, $1. 

Houghton. M 

Newton (A.), Gadow (H.), A dictionary of birds. 

New cheaper ed ., $5. Macmillan 

Park (C. M.), A book of birds., $2. Scribner 

Scudder (S. H.), Everyday buttei flies, §2.Houghton, M 

Step (E.), Romance of wild flowers, $2. . Warne 

Wallace (R. L.), The canary book, 3 drev.enl. ed.,%2. 50. 

Scribner 

Witchell (C. A.), Cries and call-notes of wild birds, 
40c. Scribner 


DESCRIPTION AND TRAVEL. 


Adney (S.), The Klondike stampede, $3. Harper 

Archer (W.), America to-day, $1.25. Scribner 

Bancroft (H. H.), The new Pacific, §2.50..Bancroft Co 
Bishop (Mrs. I. L. B.), Yangtze valley and beyond, 2 v., 

$6. Putnam 

Bookwalter (J. W.), Siberia and Central Asia,$4.5/<7y&« 
Byers (S. H. M.), Twenty years in Europe, $1.50. 

Rand, McN 

Caddick (H.), A white woman in Central Africa, $1.25. 

Cassell 

Churchill (W. P.), London to Ladysmith via Pretoria, 

$i- 5 °... Longmans, G 

Coleman (Rev. A.), Friars in the Philippines, 50c.: pap., 

25c. Mar lie r, C <5r* Co 

Conner (J. E.), Uncle Sam abroad,$1.25 Rand , McN 

Davis (O. K.), Our conquests in the Pacific, $1.25 ..Stokes 
Dawe (W. C.), Voyage of the Pulo Way, $1 .25. ...Fenno 
Dearmer (P.), Highways and byways in Normandy, 

§2. Macmillan 

Dewar (G. A. B.), Wild life in Hampshire Highlands, 

$3 . Macmillan 

Dinwiddie (W.), Puerto Rico, $2.50. Harper 

Du Chaillu (P.B.), Land of the Long night,$2 .Scribner 
Poa (E.), After big game in Central Africa, $6.50. 

Macmillan 

Gwynn (Stephen), Highways and byways in Donegal 

and Antrim, il., $2. Macmillan 

Hemstreet (C.), Nooks and corners of old New York, 

$ 2 . Scribner 

Hoyt(J.C.), comp .Old ocean’s {zxry ,$\.Bonnell, S. & Co 
Humphrey (Alice R.), A summer journey to Brazil, 

$1.25.... Bonn ell, S. < 5 r* Co 

Karageorgevitch (Prince B.), Enchanted India. $1.75. 

_ Harper 

Kipling (R.), From sea to sea, 2 v., $2. 

Doubleday &* McC 

Kirk (R. C.), Twelve months in Klondike, net, $2. 

Lippincott 

Le Gallienne (R:), Travels in England, $1.50_ lane 

Little (Mrs. A.), Intimate China, $5. Lippincott 

Little (W. J. K.), Sketches and studies in South Africa, 

$3 . Lippincott 

Mathews (F.), The new-born Cuba, $2.50. Harper 

Meldrum (D. S.), Holland and the Hollanders, $2. 

Dodd, M 

Morley (M. W.), Down north and up along. Ir.50. 

Dodd, M 

Norway (A. H.), Highways and byway* in Yorkshire, 

$2 .... Macmillan 

Penfield (F. C.), Present-day Egypt, $2. so .. Century Co 

Pepper (C. M.), To-morrow in Cuba, $2 . Harper 

Ransome (S.), Japan in transition, S3. Harper 
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Reid (W. J.), Through unexplored Asia, il., $4.50. 

^ 535 ; Dana Estes b 3 Co 

Schreiner {Mrs. 0 . C.), The South Africa question, $1; 

pap., 25c. Sergei 

Shoemaker (M. M.), Quaint corners of ancient em¬ 
pires, $2.25 . Putnam 

Skrine (F. H.), and Ross (E. D.), The heart of Asia 

^$ 3.50 . Lippincott 

Slocum (J.), Sailing alone around the world, $2. 

Century Co 

Steevens (G. W.), Cape Town to Ladysmith, $1.25. 

Dodd, M 

— In India, $1.50 . Dodd , M 

Sudbury (R.), Two gentlemen in Touraine, il.,$3.so. 

Stone 

Taylor (C. British Isles through an opera glass, 

$2. Jacobs 

Vivian (H.), Tunisia and the modern Barbary pirates, 

$4 . Longmans 

Whitney (C.), Hawaiian America, $2.50. Harper 


HOME GAMES, CHESS , ETC. 
Cunnington {Rev. E. E.), Modern chess primer, 80c.; 

60c. Rout ledge 

Jones (H.) (“Cavendish,” Laws of piquet, 9 th ed. % 

$2 . Scribner 

— Laws of rubicon bezique, 3 d ed. t 60c. Scribner 

McCulloch (Rob.), Draughts, 60c. Rout ledge 

Melrose (C. J.), Solo whist, $2. Scribner 

Saint-Germain {Comte C. de), Practice of palmistry, 
$ 3 * 5 °. Laird b 3 L 


OUTDOOR SPORTS AND EXERCISES. 
Chambers (A. B.), ed. % Lee’s American automobile an¬ 
nual, 1900, $1.50. Laird b 3 L 

Clark (Rob.), ed. y Golf, New cheaper ed.y $2. Macmillan 

Dalton (D.), How to Swim, $t. Putnam 

Greener (W. W.), Sharpshooting for sport and war, 

net, 50c. Truslove, H. b 3 C 

Grey {Sir E.), Fly fishing, $3. Macmillan 

Hutchinson (Horace G.), The book of golf and golfers, 

new ed. y $3. Longmans 

Kenealy (A. J.), Yachting wrinkles, $1_ Outing Pub 

Mackern (L.), and Bogs (M.) eds. y Our lady of the 

green : a book of ladies golf, $1.25. Lippincott 

Melville (G. J. W.), Riding recollections, $1.25. 

Longmans 

Verbeck (Frank), A hand book of golf for bears: comic 

drawings, $r. Russell 

Whigham (H. J.), How to play golf, $i: 5 o. Stone 

Woods (C. E.), The electric automobile, $1.25 .... Stone 

V 

MISCELLANEOUS BOOKS. 

Bangs (J. K.), In camp with a tin soldier, new ed.y $1.25, 

Russell 


Bangs (J. K.), The mantelpiece minstrels, new ed.y 50c. 

Russell. 

Beacon biographies: Stephen Decatur, by Cyrus T. 
Brady; Sam Houston, by S. B. Elliot; Stonewall Jack- 

son, by Carl Hovey, ea.y 75c. Small , M. b 3 Co 

Bligh (W:), The mutiny on board H.M.S. Bounty , $1. 

Ma ns field 

Book of Omar and Rubaiyat, 4 pts., ea. y 50c.; the set, 

$1.75,.. Ma ns fie Id 

Brooks (E. S.), Story of the nineteenth century of the 
Christian era, $1.50. Lothrop Pub 

Corporations and public welfare, net , $1.50. 

McClure, Phillips b 3 Co. 

Courtot {Baroness de). Memoirs, $2.... Holt 

De Loup (M.), American salad book,$i. 

McClure, Phillips b 3 Co 
Dickinson (W. H.), King Arthur in Cornwall, il., net , 

$1.20. Longmans 

Drummond (H.), Dwight L. Moody, $1. 

McClure , Phillips b 3 Co 
Edwards (H. S.), Personal recollections, $1.50. .Cassell 

Gregory (E.), The ways of men, $1.50.... Scribner 

Hasluck (P. N.), ed ., “Work” handbooks: series of 

practical manuals, ea ., 40c. Cassell 

Henderson (G. F. R.), Stonewall Jackson and the 
American Civil War, new cheaper ed. % 2 v., $4. 

Longmans 

In Memoriam, Alfred, Lord Tennyson, $3 ..Mansfield 
Jenks (J. W.), The trust problem, net , $1. 

McClure , Phillips b 3 Co 
Kelly (E.), Government or human evolution : justice, 

Si so. Longmans 

Le Gallienne (R:), Rudyard Kipling: a criticism, $1.25. 

Lane 

MacWhirter (J.), A course of landscape painting in 

water-colois, $2.50. Cassell 

Melville (L:), Life of William Makepeace Thackeray, 

2 v.,$7.5o.... Stone 

Montagu (I.), Things I have seen in war, $1.50. Vessels 

Marden (O. S.), Winning out, $1. Lothrop Pub 

New Alta library, 255 v., ea. % 75c. Coates 

Ralph (J.), Towards Pretoria, $1.50. Stokes 

Reid (Whitelaw), Problems of expansion... Century Co 
Roundabout library for young people, 597 v., ea ., 

75c. Coates 

Selfe (R. E.), How Dante climbed the mountain, 75c. 

Cassell 

— With Dante in Paradise; readings from the “ Para- 

diso,” 75c. Cassell 

Smythe (W: E.), Conquest of arid America, $1.50. 

Harper 

Spahr (C: B.), America’s working people.... Longmans 

Stevensoniana, in 12 pts., pt. x, 25c. Matts field 

Sullivan {Sir A.), His life story, $3.50. Stone 

Thrasher (Max B.), Tuskegee, $1. Small , M. b 3 Co 

Vincent (L. H.), Hotel de Rambouillet, $1 

Houghton , M. b 3 Co 
Westminster biographies: Robert Browning, by 
Arthur Waugh; Daniel Defoe, by W. Whitney; John 

Wesley, by Frank Banfield, ea., 75c Small , M. b 3 Co 

Winslow (H. M.), Concerning cats; my own and some 
others, $i’so.. .....Lothrop Pub. 
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Books for Summer Travellers. 


A. S. BARNES 4 CO., New York. 
Switzerland, Annals of. By Julia M. Colton. 

Illustrated. i2mo, cloth, $1.25. 

Tlie Rhine, Legends of. ByH. A. Guerber. Il¬ 
lustrated. 12Q10, cloth, gilt top, $1.50 net. 

Art, A History of. ByWm. H. Goodyear. 320 il¬ 
lustrations. 8vo, cloth, $2.80 net. 

The East; A11 American Cruiser in. By John 
D. Ford, U. S. N. Fully illustrated. i2mo, cloth, $2.50. 
A Cape Cod Week.. By Annie Eliot Trumbull. 
i2mo, cloth, $1.00. 

“A delightful sketch of a week’s holiday on Cape Cod.” 
Waldcnses, Tlie Italian. Bompiani. $1.00. 

The Last, America in. By Wm. Elliot Griffis. 
Illustrated. 12010, cloth, $1.50. 

FRANCIS P. HARPER, 14 West 22d St.. N. Y. 

Prof. Daniel Giraud-Elliot’s Popular Bird Books. 
i2mo, cloth, $2.50 each. 

North American Shore Birds. 74 fine plates. 
Game Birds of N. A. 46 fine plates. 

Wild Fowl of N. A. 63 fine plates. 

WILLIAM R. JENKINS, New Yerk. 

Paris Exposition Edition of The Complete Pocket- 
Guide to Europe. Edited by E. C. and T. L. 
Stedman. Has supplement with maps of the Exposi¬ 
tion. One vol., full leather, $1.50. Revised every 
year. The best of its kind. 

LAIRD & LEE, Chicago. 

Lee’s Standard Guide to Paris, Illustrated 
City Routes, and Every-Day French Con¬ 
versations. By Max Maury. Flexible cloth, 50 
cents ; full leather, full gilt, $1.00. 

Lee’s American Tourist’s Map of Paris, 
with List of Streets, etc. Folded in cloth case. i2mo 
50 cents. 

Laird & Lee’s Vest-Pocket Littre-Webster Eng¬ 
lish-French French-English Dictionary. 

By Max Maury, A.B., LL.M. Double indexes. Cloth, 
25 cents ; fhll leather, full gilt, 50 cents. 

J. B. LIPPINCOTT CO., Philadelphia. 
Bohemian Paris of To-Day. Written by W. C. 
Morrow, from notes by Edouard Cucuel. Illustrated 
with 106 pen drawings by Edouard Cucuel. Cloth, gilt 
top, ornamental binding, $3.50. 

“ . . . The text of the papers describing the Fine Art 
Schools, public ateliers, private studios, caf6s, cabarets, 
and dance-halls frequented by Parisian students appears 
to have been written up to M. Cucuel’s admirable draw¬ 
ings, every one of which is instinct with frank fun or rol¬ 
licking humor .”—Daily Telegraph , London. 

Literary Haunts and Homes of American 
Authors. By Theodore F. Wolfe, M.D., Ph.D. 
Third edition. Illustrated. i2mo, crushed buckram, 

f ilt top, deckle edges, $1.25 ; half calf or half morocco, 
3-oo. 

Literary Shrines. A Literary Pilgrimage. 

By Theodore F. Wolfe, M.D., Ph.D. Thirteenth edi¬ 
tion. Two volumes. i2mo, crushed buckram, gilt top, 
deckle edges $2.50; half calf or half morocco, $6.00. 
Sold separately. 

A New Race Diplomatist. A Novel of the 
American Colony in Paris. By Mrs. Jennie Bullard 
Waterburv. With 5 illustrations by Edouard Cucuel. 
i2mo, cloth, $1.50. 

A fascinating tale of the diplomatic and the fashionable 
life of Washington, New York, and Paris. 

Flowers in the Pave. By Charles M. Skinner. 
Illustrated with four photogravures by Elizabeth Ship- 
en Green and E. S. Holloway. i2mo, cloth, extra, 
1.50. 

The Fox-Woman. By John Luther Long. With 
frontispiece. i2mo, cloth, $1.25. 

An idyllic new tale of “ Far Japan.” 

A Triple Entanglement. By Mrs. Burton Harri¬ 
son. Illustrated. i2mo, cloth, $1.25. 

“ Concerns the doings of a set of American tourists in 
Europe.” 

The Adventures of Louis de Rougemont) 

As Told by Himself. Crown 8vo, cloth, $1.5©. 

Our Island Empire. A Hand-Book of Cuba, Porto 
Rico, Hawaii, and the Philippine Islands. By Charles 
Morris. i2mo, cloth, $1.50. 


LITTLE, BROWN & CO., Boston. 

Paris in Old and Present Times. By P. G. 

Hamerton. New edition. Illustrated. 8vo, $3.00. 

Cathedral Days. A Tour in Southern England. By 
Anna Bowman Dodd. Illustrated. i2mo, $1.50. 

Three Normandy Inns. By Anna Bowman Dodd. 
i2mo, Illustrated, $2.00; paper, 50 cents. 

GEORGE ROUTLEDQE & SONS, Lim., New York. 

Hare's (A. /. C.) Books 0/ Travel. Illustrated. 

X2W0. cloth : 

Walks in Rome. $1.50. 

Walks in London. $1.50. 

Days Near Paris. $2.00. 

Cities of Southern Italy and Sicily. $2.00. 

Russia. $1.50. 

Florence. $1.00. 

Venice. $1.00. 

Spain. $1.00. 

Holland and Scandinavia. $1.00. 

Edwards (Amelia B.) A Thousand Miles 
IJp the Nile. With 70 illustrations. Revised edi¬ 
tion. 8vo, cloth, $2.50. 

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, New York. 

Sole Agents for the United States. 

Baedeker’s Guide-Books. Illustrated with nu¬ 
merous maps, plans, panoramas, and views. All prices 
net: 

United States (New and revised edition), $3.60 ; Can¬ 
ada, $1.50; Alps (Eastern), $3.00; Austria, $2.40; Bel¬ 
gium and Holland, $1.80 ; Egypt, $4.50, France (North¬ 
ern), $2.10; France (Southeastern), $1.50; France 
(Southwestern), $1.50; Germany (Northern), $2.40; 
Germany (Southern), $1.50; Germany (Rhine), $2.10; 
Great Britain, $3.00; Greece, $2.40; Italy (Northern), 
$2.40; Italy (Central) and Rome, $2.25; Italy (Southern) 
and Sicily, $1.80; London and Its Environs, $1.80; 
Norway, Sweden, and Denmark, $3.00; Palestine and 
Syria, I3.60; Paris and Its Environs, $1.80; Spain and 
Portugal, $4.80; Switzerland, $2.40; Traveller’s Manual 
of Conversation, in English, German, French, and 
Italian, 90 cents; Conversation Dictionary, in English, 
French, German, and Italian, 90 cents. 

Murray’s European Guide-Books. Full lists 
on application. 

Loomis (Lafayette C.). The Index Guide to 
Travel and Art Study In Europe. A com¬ 
pendium of Geographical, Historical, and Artistic In¬ 
formation. With plans and catalogues of the chief art 
galleries, tables of routes, maps, and 160 illustrations. 
i6mo, bound in roan, $3.00. 

SMALL, MAYNARD & COMPANY, Boston. 

A Woman’s Paris. A Hand-Book of Everyday 
Living in the French Capital. The book contains a 
kind of appendix, chapters on the Exposition and on 
“ Fair” prices, with 43 half-tone illustrations from pho¬ 
tographs. i2mo, flexible cloth, $1.25. 

E. STEIGER & CO., New York. 

Baedeker’s and Other Guide-Books, in 

German. The largest assortment of Books for the Study 
of Foreign Languages. Send /or catalogue. 

FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY, New York. 

A Guide to the Trees. Text by Alice Lounsberry. 
Illustrations by Mrs. Ellis Rowan. Introduction by 
Dr. Nathaniel L. Britton, author of “An Illustrated 
Flora.” 64 color plates, 100 black and white illustra¬ 
tions, and 55 diagrams. An almost indispensable com¬ 
panion in the woods, fields, and roads. Cloth, $2.50 net. 

Practical Guide to Paris Exposition. 50 cents. 

A. WESSELS COMPANY, 7-9 W. 18th St., N. Y. 

Historical Guide-Books to Paris, Venice, 
Florence, and Cities of Belgium. One vol¬ 
ume each. By Grant Allen. Pocket size, 250 pp., cloth, 
$1.25, net. 

London and Londoners. By R. A. Pritchard. 
Pocket size, 400 pp., cloth, $1.25. 
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Important New Fiction 

LITTLE , BROIVN & COMPANY 


A DRFAH OF A THRONE 

The Story of a Mexican Revolt. By Charles F. Embree. Illustrated by 
Henry Sandham. 12010, $1.50. 

“A strong dramatic story of a revolt against the Mexican Republic, led by a descendant of one of the 
Aztec kings. A field hitherto very little cultivated is entered. ... A powerful story of war and love, 
with constantly changing movement, strong color, and striking effects N—Philadelphia North American. 

CURRITA, COUNTESS OF ALBORNOZ 

A Novel of Madrid Society. By Luis Coloma. Translated from the 
Spanish by Estelle Huyck Attwell. i2mo, $1 50. 

This remarkable novel, the work of a Jesuit priest, treats of Madrid Society and its follies, with keen 
insight into the forces that mould social life. Currita, the heroine, is a typical coquette and feminine poli¬ 
tician, whose brilliant life and intrigues are contrasted with the loneliness of her little son. There is incident 
and variety in the story, original and humorous character-drawing, comedy as well as tragedy. 


THE PARSONAGE PORCH 

Seven Stories from the Note Book of 
a Clergyman. By Bradley Gil= 
man, author of “ The Kingdom of 
Coins,” etc. i6mo, $1.00. 

“A very sweet, restful, and companionable book. 
The story of the Old Silk Hat is strong, every way. 
. . . I am delighted with the Frankenstein Family—a 
whimsical fancy worked out in a very clever way.” — 
William Winter. 


FOR THE QUEEN IN 
SOUTH AFRICA 

By Caryl Davis Haskins. i6mo, 
$1.00. 

A series of spirited stories, each dealing with some 
incident of bravery. 

Contents: —The Full-Back Tells the Story; The 
Unrecorded Cross; The Winning of the Sword- 
Knot; At the Zariba; Judge Not; Blood Will Tell. 


EHPRESS OCTAVIA 

A Romance of the Court of Nero. By Wilhelm Walloth. Translated by 
Mary J. Safford. 121110, $1.50. 

“ Vividly told. That the characters of Nero, Petronius, and several other historical figures are described 
as being quite different from other conceptions of them, will only add interest to the rcadin g." —Philadelphia 
Times. 


“ Has passages that are almost peerless.”— Carl Bleibtreu, Revolution of Literature. 


TALES FOR CHRISTMAS AND OTHER SEASONS 

By Francois Coppee. Translated by Myrta Leonora Jones. i6mo, 
$1.00. 

*** These tales by Coppee are now issued in English for the first time. 

“ Dainty and delightful stories.”— Philadelphia North American. 

“ Distinction is the mark of the author’s work on every page. . . . The translation has been finely 
done.”— Henry Austin Clapp, in the Boston Advertiser. 

FIFTH EDITION. FROH KINGDOM TO COLONY 

By Mary Devereux. With four illustrations by Henry Sandham. i2mo, 
$1.50. 


Little, Brown & Company, Publishers 
254 Washington Street, Boston 
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David Dwight Wells’s Humorous Tales. 


(.Published April vjth.) 3d Impression. 


10 tli Impression. 


HIS LORDSHIP’S LEOPARD 

A Truthful Narration of Some Im¬ 
possible Facts. i2mo, $1.50. 

A wild tale that begins in “ The Bor- 

_ ^ ough of Manhattan ” and rapidly shifts 

^3 07 f to Canada and England. 

- ' N. Y. Herald: “ Well-nigii as per¬ 

fect in its way as the * Alice ’ books— 
those exquisite masterpieces of topsy¬ 
turvy art.” 

Chicago Titftes-Herald : “ Fuljly as 
funny as the earlier success. There is 
not a dull page in it.” 

Cincinnati Times-Star: ‘‘Any one who enjoys a good 
laugh should read it. . . . Any-critic who does not enjoy 
his book is unworthy of the name.” 




HER LADYSHIP’S ELEPHANT 

i2mo, $1.25. 

A story growing out of certain experi¬ 
ences of the author while a member of 
our Embassy in London. The elephant’s 
experiences, also, are based on facts. 

The Nation: “He is probably funny 
because he cannot help it.” 

N. V. Tribune : “ He allows his sense 
of humor to play about the personalities 
of half a dozen men and women whose 
lives, for a few brief, extraordinary days, 
are inextricably intertwined with the life 
of the monarch of the jungle. ... 

Smacks of fun which can be created by clever actors 
placed in excruciatingly droll situations.” 



“An intensely fascinating book .”—Living A<je. 
THE MEMOIRS OF BARONESS DE COURTOT. 8vo,$2.oo. 


Remarkably vivid descriptions of France during the Terror, Prussia under Frederick William III. and the beau¬ 
tiful Queen Louise, and France under the all-powerful First Consul. , 

N. V. Times Saturday Review: “ It has all the charm of a good historical novel. . . . The entire volume 

will be found of much interest, mainly through the gieat human interest centring around the friendship of these two 
devoted women, Cecile, and Annaliebe, as well as through the historical details introduced, which are all graphically 
and fully treated.” _ 


Miss Godfrey’s Striking Musical Novels 


THE HARP OF LIFE . i2tno, $1.50. 

A very human account of certain events in the life of 
the first violin of the Pinecliff (England) orchestra. 

Boston Tratiscript: “ She has literary skill, grace, deli¬ 
cacy. . . . Her artistic sense is very keen. She doesn’t 
introduce a description like this for the mere sake of de¬ 
scribing something, but lor the purpose of contrast with a 
mood or situation, and she never spoils a perspective. 
Although she is writing a musical novel, she never rhap¬ 
sodizes . . . This masterly tale cannot want for readers, 
it seems to us.” 


POOR HUMAN NATURE , 121X10, $1.50. 

The story of some Wagnerian singers at the Court 
Opera of Blankenstadt. It has been '.said that this name 
thinly veils Dresden. 

Bookman: “It is curiously convincing. The'charac- 
ters, too, are peculiarly real. . . . Each and every one 
stands out with vivid distinction, and is not soon to be 
jorgotten. . . . The portrayal of local life, particularly 
that appertaining to operatic circles, is full of freshness 
and interest. ... It is well written, it is nobly felt, it is 
altogether an admirable work.” 


A Vivid Romance of New York 100 Years Ago. 

BARROW’S THE FORTUNE OF WAR. i2mo,$i.2 5 . 

N. V. Times Saturday Review: The story is a good one, the historical data accurate, and the ways and man¬ 
ners of the period are cleverly presented.” 

The Outlook : “ Miss Elizabeth Barrow has done her work, not only well, but delightfully well.” 

Chicago Times-Hemld: “Another tale of the lime of Washington, but one that is more deserving both of popu- 
ar and critical appreciation than some of the much-vaunted financial successes.” 


“A story that from the opening page is tense with sus¬ 
tained power.”— JV. Y. Commercial Advertiser. 

DUDENEY’S FOLLY CORNER. A Sussex Tale. i2mo, $1.25. 

N. Y. Tribune : “The author holds the attention because she has something to say about human nature, ihas hit 
upon a good plot and interesting characters for her purpose, and has achieved a clear, attractive style.” 


Lucas’s Exquisite Anthologies. 


t THE OPEN ROAD. $150. 

125 Poems of Out-Door Life by some 60 poets. Flexible 
green covers, full gilt, i6mo. 

Dial: “A very charming book from cover to cover.” 
N. Y. Tribune: “It has been made with good taste, 
and is altogether a capital publication.” 


A BOOK OF VERSES FOR 
CHILDREN. $200. 

Over 200 poems, by some 80 authors. With title-page 
and cover-lining pictures in color, and cover in colors and 
gilt. Revised Edition. i2mo. 

Critic : “ We know of no other anthology for children 
so complete and well arranged. 


Three Standard Novels. 


HOPE’S RUPERT OF HENTZAU. Illustrated by Gibson. io th Impression. $1.50 

VOYNICH’S THE GADFLY.2 1st Impression. 1.25 

FORD’S THE HONORABLE PETER STIRLING. . . 39 th Impression . 1.50 


Ibent^ Dolt & Co. 
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To Have and 




To Hold 


By MARY JOHNSTON 
Illustrated, Crown 8vo , = = $1.50 

220,000 in 12 Weeks 


“ We are inclined to think that a more important thing 
than these figures is the evidence in the book itself that it 
should survive this extraordinary popularity. Through all 
its accompaniment of battle, murder, and sudden death, the 
story is told with a szueetness of spirit, a tenderness of fancy, 
a poetical insight that are rare indeed in the 4 novel of ad¬ 
ventureand much to be prized .”— The Review OF 
Reviews. 

“Among recent works of fiction the story of early 
life in Virginia, ‘ To Have and To Hold,' is easily first in 
rank. Lofty in sentiment, picturesque yet restrained in 
language, exquisitely refined in feeling, yet throbbing with 
, the most robust and virile energy, it is altogether remarkable. 

. . . As to the exquisite love scenes, but one verdict can be v 

given. They are marvels of pure beauty .”— CHRISTIAN 
Advocate, New York. 

“ It has everything which the recent sensational successes 
in historical romance have had, and it has style, charm, and 
‘ lift ’ besides .”— The Critic. 

Prisoners of Hope 

Crown 8vo, $1.50 

Mr. JOEL CHANDLER HARRIS (“ Uncle Remus ” ) writes: 

“I have read pretty nearly every American story of the 
better class, especially the so-called historical novels. None 
compares with Miss Johnston s books." 


Sold by all Booksellers. 


Sent, postpaid, by 


HOUGHTON, /WIFFMN & CO.,5oston 

1 1 East Seventeenth Street, New York 
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ROBERT TOURNAY 

A Romance of the French Revolution. By William Sage. With illustrations by Eric 
Pape and Mary Ayer. Crown 8vo, $1.50. 

One of the best critics in Ohio says of this booh : 

“ It is a very remarkable novel, full of strength and movement and sweetness and exceed¬ 
ingly true to history . In absorbing interest I know of only one recent novel , 1 To Have and to 
Holdwhich can compare with it.” 

THE SON OF THE WOLF 

By 

Stories* Ja ck London $1.50 

“ I think if Kipling had written it people 
would class it in with his best.”— Morgan 
Robertson. 

FROIT SAND HILL TO PINE 

By 

Stories Bret Harte $ 1-25 

Stories of the sage brush and redwood 
country. Another volume of Mr. Harte’s 
inimitable Western stories, of which the 
variety is endless and the charm unfailing. 

BRIDE ROSES—ROOH 45 

By 

Plays W. D. Howells 5o^:en'ts 

Artistically printed and bound 

The humor, delicacy, and grace, as well 
as the engaging interest, of Mr. Howells’s 
plays commend them alike for reading and 
for use in private theatricals. 

POOR PEOPLE 

By 

244 pp. I. K. Friedman $,.50 

A story of true love and a faithful picture 
of life in a tenement. Jacob A. Riis says of 
it: “ It is a good book, strong and human 

and true.” 

KNIGHTS IN FUSTIAN 

By 

279 pp. Caroline Brown $1.50 

An historical novel on the Knights of the 
Golden Circle whose treason shocked loyal 
men during the Civil War. It has an inter¬ 
esting love story. Governor Morton is a 
character. 

THE QUEEN’S GARDEN 

By 

142 pp. Mrs. M. E. M. Davis $1.25 

An idyl of the Creole quarter in New 
Orleans—a country girl and a city boy, and 
the love that grew up between them in the 
old-fashioned garden where yellow fever 
held them prisoners. 

A DANVIS PIONEER 

By 

214 pp. Rowland E. Robinson $1.25 

A story of one of Ethan Allen’s Green 
Mountain Boys, his struggle for a home in 
the Vermont wilderness, the story of his 
love for a pioneer girl, and its reward. 

LOVE IN A CLOUD 

By 

C 8°™ n Arlo Bates $1.50 

A novel about a novel—the supposed 
authorship of which supplies the amusing 
complications of an intricate plot. The 
scene is in Boston, the theme is smart so¬ 
ciety, and there is a modern love story. 

THE PRELUDE AND THE PLAY 

By 

4i6 pp. Rufus flann $1.50 

Describes “Harvard life”—that pecu¬ 
liarly interesting compound—and gives one 
a glimpse of life at Radcliffe. The Harvard 
man and the Radcliffe girl love and marry— 
and it all makes an entertaining novel. 

THE BURDEN OF CHRISTOPHER 

By 

315 pp. Florence Converse $1.50 

The competitive system and the Golden 
Rule cannot agree, is the conclusion of this 
love story, in which a man and a woman 
attempt great things for Humanity’s sake. 

Sold by all Boolcsellers. Sent, postpaid , by 

HOUGHTON, niFFLIN & CO., Boston 

ii East 17th Street New York 
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OUT=DOOR BOOKS. 


“by the best equipped writer upon birds in the country ,.” 

BIRD STUDIES WITH A CAMERA. 

With Introductory Chapters on the Outfit and Methods of the Bird Photographer. By Frank M. 
Chapman, Assistant Curator of Vertebrate Zoology in the American Museum of Natural History, author 
of “ Handbook of Birds of Eastern North America” and “ Bird Life.” Illustrated with over ioo Photo¬ 
graphs from Nature by the Author. i2mo, cloth, $1.75. 

Bird students and photographers will find that this book possesses for them a unique interest and value. 
It contains fascinating accounts of the habits of some of our common birds and descriptions of the largest 
bird colonies existing in eastern North America; while its author’s phenomenal success in photographing 
birds in nature not only lends to the illustrations the charm of lealism, but makes the book a record of 
surprising achievements with the camera. This book is practical as well as descriptive, and in the opening 
chapters the questions of camera, lens, plates, blinds, decoys, and other pertinent matters are fully discussed. 

MR. CHAPMAN'S OTHER BOOKS. 

BIRD LIFE. 

Illustrated by Ernest Seton- Thompson. 

A Guide to the Study of Our Common Birds. By Frank M. Chapman. With 75 full-page Plates and 
numerous Text Drawings by Ernest Seton-Thompson. Library Edition, i2mo, cloth, $1.75 ; Teachers’ 
Edition, same as Library Edition, but containing an Appendix with new matier designed for the use of 
teachers, and including lists of birds for each month of the year, nmo, cloth, $2.00. 


BIRD LIFE. (Edition in Colors .) 

With 75 lithographic plates reproducing Ernest Seton-Thompson’s pictures of birds in natural colors. 8vo, 
cloth, $5.00. „ „ _ 

TEACHERS’ J1ANUAL. To accompany Portfolios of Colored Plates of “ Bird Life.” Contains the 
same text as the Teachers’ Edition of “ Bird Life,” but is without the 75 uncolored plates. Sold only with 
the Portfolios as follows: Portjo<io No. 1 . Permanent Residents and Winter Visitants. 32 plates. Eyrt- 
folio No. II. March and April Migrants. 24 plates. Portjolio No. III. May Migrants, Types of Birds 
Eggs, and Nine Half-tone Plates showing Types of Birds’ Nests. 34 plates. Price of Portfolios, each, $1.25 ; 
with the Manual, $2.00; the three Portfolios, with the Manual, $4.00. 

HANDBOOK OF BIRDS OF EASTERN NORTH AMERICA. 

By Frank M. Chapman. Library Edition, cloth, $3.00; Pocket Edition, flexible morocco, $3.50. 

FAMILIAR FISH: Their Habits and Capture. 

A Practical Book on Fresh-Water Game Fish. By Eugene McCarthy. With an Introduction by Dr. David 
Starr Jordan, President of Leland Stanford Junior University, and numerous Illustrations. i2mo, cloth. 
This practical and interesting work will be welcomed by fishermen, young and old, and by all who care 
for out-door life. As one of the most experienced of American fresh-water fishermen, Mr. McCarthy speaks 
with authority regarding trout, salmon, ouananiche, bass, perch, pike, and other fish, and his useful counsel 
regarding rods and tackle, fly casting, camping, etc., impart a special value to his book. 

THE ART OF TAXIDERMY. 

By John Rowley. Chief of the Department of Taxiderary in the American Museum of Natural History. 
Illustrated, i2mo, cloth, $2.00. 

INSECT LIFE. 

An Introduction to Nature Study, and a Guide for Teachers, Students and others interested in out of door 
life. By John Henry Comstock, Professor of Entomology in Cornell University and in Leland Stanford 
~ ’ Ui * ‘ .. • • - ... "-*■-*■-- J - T :w — 


junior University. With numerous original wood engravings by Anna Botsford Comstock. Library 
Edition, cloth, $2.50; Teachers’ and Students’ Edition, $1.50. 

FAMILIAR TREES AND THEIR 
LEAVES. 


FAMILIAR LIFE IN FIELD AND 
FOREST. 


FAMILIAR FEATURES OF THE 
ROADSIDE. 


FAMILIAR FLOWERS OF FIELD 
AND GARDEN. 


By F. Schuyler Mathews. 


APPLETONS’ GUIDE-BOOKS. 


REVISED EDITIONS. 

Appletons’ Dictionary of New York and Vicinity. 

An Alphabetically arranged index to all places, societies, institutions, amusements, etc. With Maps of 
New York and Vicinity, and Illustrations. Cloth, 60 cents; paper, 30 cents. 

‘‘The most compact and convenient guide to Greater New York.” 

Appletons’ General Guide to the United States and Canada. 

Edition of 1900. W’ith numerous Maps and Illustrations. i6mo, flexible morocco, with tuck, $2.50. 

Part I. Separate cloth edition, New England, Middle States and Canada, 75 cents. Part II. Southern 
and Western States, 75 cents. 


Appletons’ Canadian Guide-Book. 

By Charles G. D. Roberts. A Guide for Tourists and Sportsmen from Newfoundland to the Pacific. 
12010, flexible cloth, $1.25. 


When in-want 0/ a good novels consult Appletons ’ Town and Country Library. If out-door books are 
needed send /or Appletons ’ catalogue oj out-door and nature-study books. 

D. APPLETON & COMPANY, 72 Fifth Ave., New York. 
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NOVELS FOR THE SUMMER 


MISS FOWLER'S NEW NOVEL. 

THE FARRINQDONS. 

A Novel. By Ellen Thorneycroft Fowler, author of “Concerning Isabel Carnaby” and “A Double 
Thread.” Second edition. i2mo, cloth, $1.50. 

“The Farringdons will be highly praised, and it thoroughly deserves it. We have not for a long time 
read a book so fresh, so sincere, so truly humorous; a book which so enthralls the reader—and that not by 
the tyrannous compulsion of the writer, but solely by its wit and by its vivid realization of character.”— 
Literature (London). 

“ The Farringdons is the best of Miss Fowler’s books. It has the wit and brightness with which we are 
all familiar; it is also deeper, tenderer, and truer.”— Dr. Robertson Nicoll, in The British Weekly. 

MISS FOWLER'S OTHER BOOKS. 

CONCERNING ISABEL CARNABY. 

New edition. With Portrait and Biographical and Critical Sketch. i2mo, cloth, $1.50. 

‘ Rarely does one find such a charming combination of wit and tenderness, of brilliancy and reverence 
for the things that matter, as is concealed within the covers of ‘Concerning Isabel Carnaby .’”—Chicago 
Tribune. 

A DOUBLE THREAD. 

i2mo, cloth, $1.50. 

“ Even more gay, clever, and bright than ‘ Concerning Isabel Carnaby.’ "—Boston Herald. 


IN CIRCLING CAMPS. 

A Romance of the American Civil War. By J. A. Altsheler, author of “A Herald of the West,” “A Soldier 
of Manhattan,” etc. 12m©, cloth, $1.50. (Ready shortly.) 

The scene opens in Washington just before the arrival of Lincoln, whose coming and inauguration are 
graphically described. Later in the story the leading characters are reunited in the South, and the love story 
with its dramatic interruptions and suspended interest runs through the book. There are vivid pictures of 
Shiloh and Gettysburg, with adventures inside the Confederate lines. In this strong, well-studied, and 
absorbing romance the author has produced his most important work. 

PINE KNOT. 

A Story of Kentucky Life. By William E. Barton, author of “A Hero in Homespun.” Illustrated. i2mo, 
cloth, $1.50. {Ready shortly.) 

The story is full of the atmosphere of the quaint mountain life with its wealth of amusing peculiarities, and 
it also has a historical value, since it pictures conditions attendant upon the anti slavery movement and the 
days of the war. The Interest of a treasure search runs through the tale, since the author has adroitly utilized 
a mountain legend of a lost mine. “ Pine Knot ” is a romance “ racy of the soil ” in a true sense, a story 
fresh, strong, and absorbing in its interest throughout. 

"An Epic 0/ the West." 

THE GIRL AT THE HALF-WAY HOUSE. 

A Romance. By E. Hough, author of “ The Story of the Cowboy.” i2mo, cloth, $1.50. (Ready shortly.) 

While this story is a novel with a love motive, it is perhaps most striking as a romance of the picturesque 
and dramatic days of early Western life. It shows the movement westward, and the free play of primitive 
forces in the opening of a new country. Nothing has been written on the opening of the West to excel this 
romance in epic quality, and its historic interest, as well as its freshness, vividness, and absorbing interest, 
should appeal to every American reader._ 


THE LAST LADY OF MULBERRY. 

A Story of Italian New York. By Henry Wilton Thomas. Illustrated by Emil Pollack. i2mo, cloth, $1.50. 

“ A breezy book which ‘ goes ’ from start to finish. . . . The best picture of Italian life in New York ever 
drawn.”— New York Herald. 

“ Highly diverting; . . . certain characters are full of humor.”— N. Y. Commercial Advertiser. 

By the Author 0/ “Red Pottage." 

DIANA TEMPEST. 

A Novel. By Mary Cholmondeley, author of “Red Pottage,” “The Danvers Jewels,” etc. New edition 
with Portrait and Biographical Sketch. i2mo, cloth, $1.50. 

“ Of Miss Cholmondeley’s clever novels, ‘ Diana Tempest ’ is quite the cleverest.”— London Times. 

APPLETONS’ TOWN AND COUNTRY LIBRARY. 


_ . (latest 

Each, i2mo, paper, 

THE MINISTER’S GUEST. A Novel. By 

Isabel Smith. 

Some readers may find a flavor of Mrs. Gaskell 
in this novel, but, without insisting upon compari¬ 
sons, it is safe to say that the thoroughness of the 
character drawihg, the fine quality of the work as a 
whole, and the sustained interest, will be conceded 
to stamp the author as a force to be reckoned with in 
contemporary fiction. 

THE SEAFARERS. A Romance. By J. 
Bloundelle-Burton, author of “ In the Day of 
Adversity,” “ Denounced,” etc. 

The author’s reputation as one of the most spirited 
story-tellers of the day will be amply justified by this 
romance of incident and adventure. 


ISSUES.) 

50 cents; cloth, $1.00. 

THE LUNATIC AT LARGE. A Novel. By 

J. Storer Clouston. 

The novelty and humor of this imaginative tale 
have caused comparisons with F. Anstey’s earlier 
books. The verdict of a London critic is that “ few 
brignter and more entertaining stories have been 
published,” and this opinion will be endorsed by 
American readers. 

THE IMMORTAL GARLAND. By Anna 
Robeson Brown, author of “ Sir Mark,” “ A 
Cosmopolitan Comedy,” etc. A story of literary, 
dramatic, and social life in New York. 

GARTHOWEN. A Welsh story. By Allen 
Raine, author of “ Mifanwy,” etc. 


When in want 0/ a good novel, consult Appletons' Town and Country Library. 1 / out-door books are 
needed send for Appletons' catalogue of out-door and nature-study books. 

D. APPLETON & COMPANY, Publishers, New York. 
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QW READY: 


LIMITED PAPER EDITION. 


ST. IVES, 


Being the Adventures 
of a French Prisoner 
in England. 

By ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON, 

Author of “ Kidnapped iiYc., iiVf. 

“ 'T'HE Vicomte Anne de Keroual de St. Ives tells his own story. The perilous escapes, the 
1 long journey to England, the turn of fortune’s wheel, whereby the penniless fugitive 
becomes a man of means. A rapid sequence of danger and adventure.” 


Issued 
as 


” No. 14, The People’s Library. SIS 


The following well-known popular works of fiction, by the leading authors of the day, published in 

THE PEOPLE’S LIBRARY: 

PIIROSO, CHOIR INVISIBLE, SORROWS OF SATAN, PRISONER OF 
ZENDA, MANXMAN, SOLDIERS OF FORTUNE, CELEBRITY, UN¬ 
DER THE RED ROBE, PRIDE OF JENNICO, AGATHA WEBB, A 
SET OF ROGUES, HEART OF PRINCESS OSRA, BARABBAS. - - 

121110, Paper, Retail, 50 Cents Each. 

THE PEOPLE’S LIBRARY is entered as second-class matter. Liberal discount to the trade. 


THE HHIHTEUR CRUCKSUIHN. 

By E. W. HORNUNG, 

Author of “Dead Men Tell No Tales," “The Rogues March," 

“ You?ig Blood," Etc., Etc. 

■RAFFLES, the hero, is one of the most fascinating rascals of modern fiction. Born and bred 
a gentleman, he enters upon an astonishing career of crime, which stamps him well worthy 
to rank with his counterpart, Sherlock Holmes. 

r.“ No. 7, Superb Library. S; 2 p 6 a S: 

The following popular and well-known worksof fiction published in THE SUPERB LIBRARY t : 

YOUNG MISTLEY. By Henry Seton Merriman. 

THE SOUL OF LILITH. By Marie Corelli. 

WITTS WIDO W. By Anthony Hope. 

THE NEW HECTOR. By Stanley J. VVeymun. 
MAMMON. By Mrs. Alexander. 

IN THE TOILS. By Mrs. Paddock. 

121110, Paper, Retail 25 Cents Each. 

THE SUPERB LIBRARY is entered as 6econd-class matter. Liberal discount to the trade. 
FOR SALE BY ALL DEALERS. 


The entire Special Editions of the above purchased by 

IL E AMERICAN NEWS COMPANY, Publishers' Agents, 

39-41 Chambers Street, New York. 
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Monsieur 


Beaucaire 


Author of “ The Gentleman from Indiana.” 

Although but a few months have elapsed pince Mr. Tarkington’s first book, “The 
Gentleman from Indiana,” was put upon the market, its sale has run up into many thou¬ 
sands, and is undoubtedly one of the most popular books of the year. “Monsieur 
Beaucaire” is an entirely different story from the other. This is no tale of White Caps 
and modern politics, but harps back to the days of chivalry and the scene is laid across the 
water. Nevertheless the love and adventure have been about the same in all generations, 
and the inherent influence of both books lies in the same direction. 

Six full-page illustrations in two colors from original designs. , i2mo, 5^x7^. 

Price, $1.25. 


THE GREEN EL AG 

And Other Stories of War and Sport. By Conan Doyle 

The Bookman says of one of the stories in this collection, “The Croxley Master/' 
that it strengthens the conviction that Dr. Doyle is to-day absolutely unrivalled as a 
chronicler of the romance of the ring; also that the volume contains many stories that will 
be read eagerly by those who love a good tale for its own sake. 

Artistic cover, i2mo, 5^x754. Price, $f.50. 



THE AMERICAN SALAD BOON 


Delicious Hot-Weather Dishes. By Maximilian De Loup 

Special cloth cover, nmo, Price, f'.oo. 


Dwight L . Moody 

Some Impressions and Facts 

By Henry Drummond 

Introduction by Geo Adam Smith. Fron¬ 
tispiece. i2mo, x 7J3. Price, $1.00. 


Corporations and Public 
IVelf are 

Addresses at the annual meeting of the 
American Academy of Political and Social 
Science. Philadelphia, April 19-20, 1900. 
Price, $1.50 net. 


THE TRUST PROBLEM 

By Jeremiah IV. Jenks. Ph.D. 

Professor of Political Science, Cornell University. Small 12mo. Price, $1.00 net. 


At the Bookstores, or sent by mail on receipt of price by the publishers, 

McClure. Phillips & co. 

141-155 East Twenty-Fifth St., New York 
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DODD, MEAD & CO. 

6—SPRING SUCCESSES—6 


Three Men on Wheels 


By JEROME K. JEROME 

Author of "Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fel¬ 
low f etc,, etc. 

12 mo, cloth , illustrated, $1.50. 

“ This book is a sequel to 4 Three Men 
in a Boat.’ The men are the same, and 
their experiences are as delightful as on 
their former expedition.” 


Joan of the Sword Hand 


By S. R. CROCKETT 

Author of “ The Lilac Sun Bon?iet ,” “ The 
Raiders," etc, 

12 mo, cloth, illustrated, $1.50. 

“ It is a robust romance, full of color and 
life, opulent in action, with movement, 
passion, sentiment, and the glamour of 
chivalric deeds .”—Brooklyn Tunes, 


Feo 


By MAX PEMBERTON 

Author of “The Garden of Swords," 

“ Kronstadt," etc,, etc, 

12 mo, cloth, illustrated, $1.50. 

In England, Mr. Pemberton is one of the 
most popular writers of the present day in 
fiction, and it is gratifying to note that the 
sale of his novels in America is increasing 
with every year. 


The Strength of Gideon 


By PAUL LAURENCE DUNBAR 

Author of “Folks from Dixie," "Foetus 
of Cabin and Field," etc. 

i 2 tno, cloth, ilhistrated by Kemble, $1.25. 

“This volume again illustrates his com¬ 
mand of humor and pathos. Some of these 
stories have appeared in the magazines, 
others are now published for the first 
time.” 


The Alabaster Box 


Cape Town to Ladysmith 


By WALTER BESANT 

Author of “ The Orange Girl," “ The 
Demoniac," etc,, etc. 

12 mo, cloth, $1.50. 

“ This is a story of settlement life, and in 
it is shown from actual knowledge and ob¬ 
servation the effect of the life upon the 
workers.” 


By G. W. STEEVENS 

Author of “ With Kitchener to Khartum," 
etc,, etc, 

12m o t cloth. Si.25. 

“Kipling himself could not combine the 
accurate statement of fact with the same 
genius for swift and vivid delineation. He 
was the greatest master of descriptive 
writing .”—Chicago Tribune. 


DODD, HEAD & COflPANY 

Fifth Avenue and 35th Street, New York, Publishers. 
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“The Greatest Novel of this Great Author” 

: RESURRECTION 

A A NOVEL BY COUNT TOLSTOY 

^ Author of “ Anna Karenina,” “ War and Peace,” etc. 

c 


t 


t 


t Complete English Translation by Mrs. Maude 


i2mo, cloth, with illustrations by PASTERNAK, the 
Russian artist, 519 pages, $1.50 


This edition is the only one authorized by Count Tolstoy, the trans¬ 
lation having been made from his manuscript and under his direction. 


New York Times: “So living are his 
men and women that those we know in the flesh 
become as shadows. For what companion of 
daily life so reveals the soul within the shell as 
do Tolstoy’s characters ? ” 

Chicago Tribune : “ ‘ Resurrection ’ was 
written with a purpose, a high and holy purpose. 

. . . The plot is one of tremendous strength.” 

Philadelphia American : “ itdeserves 
well to be ranked among what are known as the 
great novels of the age.” 

Baltimore Sun : “ it is worthy of the 

genius of the greatest of Russia’s realists and 
philosophers.” 

New York World : “ It is a novel with a 
permanent place and a permanent value in the 
great fiction of the age.” 

Detroit Free Press : 

his greatest work.” 

New York Press: “it is intense and 
powerful. There is every kind and degree of in¬ 
sight into human nature. Nothing escapes the 
realist’s searching pen ” 

Chicago Evening Post : “Eveiy chap¬ 
ter holds new proof, if any were needed, that the 
author has the gift of final insight into the human 
soul. Every chapter is luminous with a knowl¬ 
edge of the sin and suffering of the world.” 

Bridgeport Standard : “it is one of 

the most interesting, instructive and powerful 
books that this generation has produced.” 


‘ It is undeniably 


Morning Leader: “Tolstoy is clearly 
the one great Christian teacher who is left us. 

“And above all, Tolstoy is a relentless thinker, 
a man who sees the human comedy through and 
through.” 

Daily News : “ His pitiless analysis en¬ 

ables the reader for once to see things as they 
are.” 

Daily Chronicle: “ Tolstoy seems to 
have the whole of Russia living, moVing, sinning, 
and suffering in the marvellous microcosm of his 
brain. In the unflagging ease, rapidity and sharp¬ 
ness—to use a photographic term—of his visuali¬ 
zation, Tolstoy surpasses all other novelists what¬ 
soever.” 

Pall Mall Gazette: “If Katrisha were 
his only creation, she would make the world ac¬ 
claim the genius of Tolstoy.” 

The Speaker : “Tolstoy . . . has proved 
in * Resurrection ’ that he is tne most powerful 
living European artist. 

“In ‘Resurrection’ he is perhaps more of a 
prophet than an artist, but at least the artist has 
returned to us therein, to show how great the 
prophet is.” 

Glasgow Evening Times: “itis 

the most remarkable book he has written.” 

Bradford Observer : “ we have no hes¬ 
itation in saying that for the strong and the sane 
this is a supremely moral book.” 


9 

J 

I 


ff Dodd, Mead & Company 

^ Publishers, 5th Ave. and 35th St., New York 


9 

* 
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GOOD BOOKS FOR 


READY THE FIRST IVEEK IN JUNE 

The Hearts Highway 

An Historical Romance of Virginia in the 
Seventeenth Century 

BY 

Mary E. Wilkins 


ISTRESS MARY CAVENDISH had a “tabby petticoat 
of a crimson color, and a crimson satin bodice shining 
over her arms and shoulders like the plumage of a bird, 
and down her back streamed her curls, shining like gold 
under her gauze love-hood.” This young lady certainly lends charm 
to the opening of Miss Wilkins’s first venture in the field of historical 
romance, nor does the rest of the story belie this auspicious begin¬ 
ning. The novel is designedly more subjective than most members 
of its class, but the development of personality is at no expense of 
movement or interest, the scene being laid just after Bacon’s Rebel¬ 
lion, and a dramatic incident being the destruction of the young 
tobacco crop to elude the Navigation Act. 

Size, 5^x8^; Pages , about 300; Illustrated by Fred M. Du 
Mond; Binding ; cloth , decorated . Price, $1 50. 


JUST ISSUED 

Zola's “Fruitfulness.”.$2.00 

Field and Irwin's “Stanford Stories.” Illustrated. 1.25 
Glasgow's “The Voice of the People.” 12th Thousand. 1.50 
Blanchan's “Nature's Garden.” 5th Thousand, net, 3.00 
De Forest's “Paris As It Is.” 2d Printing, net, 1.25 

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & COMPANY, 
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SUMMER READING 


NATURE BOOKS WITH COLORED PLATES 
Dugmore’s “Bird Homes.” Just Published. 

jd Thousand. .... ne I $ 2.00 

Blanchan’s “Bird Neighbors.” 23d Thousand. 2.00 

Blanchan’s “ Birds That Hunt and Are 

Hunted.” loth Thousand. . . • 2.00 

Holland’s “Butterfly Book.” 5th Thousand, net , 3.00 

SUCCESSFUL NOVELS 

Crockett’s “ The Isle of the Winds. Just Out. $1.50 
Tarkington’s “The Gentleman from In- 

o 

diana.” 43d Thousand. . . . . I.50 

Ollivant’s “ Bob, Son of Battle. 23th Thousand. 1 . 2 5 
Norris’s “A Man’s Woman. 6th Thousand. I.50 
Norris’s “McTeague.” 15 th Thousand. . 1.50 

Stoker’s “Dracula.” 3 d Thousand. . . 1.50 

Crockett’s “The Black Douglas.” iSthThousand. 1.50 

BY RUDYARD KIPLING 

“The Day’s Work.” 104th Thousand . . . $1.50 

“Stalky & Co.” joth Thousand . . . . 1 .50 

“From Sea to Sea.” 35th Thousand. . . 1.50 

“ Departmental Ditties and Ballads and 
Ballads and Barrack-Room Ballads,” 

25th Thousand. . . . . . I.50 

34 UNION SQUARE, EAST, NEW YORK 
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Dana Estes and Company 

208-218 Summer Street, Boston. 


Herman Melville’s Famous 
Sea Stories. 

T vnpp A Real Romance of the South Seas, by Herman Melville, author 
of “ Omoo,” “ Moby Dick,” etc., illustrated by A. Burnham 
Shute. With biographical and critical introduction by Arthur Steadman, and con¬ 
taining a portrait of the author. An intensely interesting story of actual adventures 
in the South Seas. This volume will never lose its position as a classic of Ameri¬ 
can literature, and has as yet met with no superior, even in French 
literature. 

i2mo, cloth, attractive cover design. * ^ 

A Narrative of Adventures in the South Seas ; a sequel to “Typee,” 
^ O • by Herman Melville, author of “ White Jacket,” “ Moby Dick,” 

etc., illustrated by A. Burnham Shute. This volume begins where “ Type£ ” con¬ 
cludes, but has no further connection with the latter work. All that is necessary, 
therefore, for the reader to understand who has not read “ Typee” is given in a 
brief introduction. An extremely interesting description of the adven¬ 
tures and realistic discomforts of a Sydney Whaler in the early forties. $1.25 
i2mo, cloth, attractive cover design. ** 

riflhv Dir'W • Or, “^he White Whale,” by Herman Melville, author of 
1 IVUy \J ICK , “ Omoo,” “ Typee,” “ White Jacket,” etc., illustrated 

by A. Burnham Shute. This volume contains an immense amount of information 
concerning the habits of a whale and its method of capture, but this is character¬ 
istically introduced in a way not to interfere with the narrative. The chapter 
entitled “ Stub Kills a Whale” ranks with the choicest examples of descriptive 
literature. Melville’s power in describing and investing with romance scenes and 
incidents witnessed and participated in by himself was early pointed out 

by his critics. $1.25 

i2mo, cloth, attractive cover design. 


White Jacket; 


Or, “ The World on a Man-of-war,” by Herman 
Melville, author of “Type£,” “Omoo,” “ White 
Jacket,” etc., illustrated by A. Burnham Shute. This book has no equal as a picture 
of life aboard a sailing man-of-war, the lights and shadows of naval 
existence being well contrasted. £ 

i2mo, cloth, attractive cover design. $1.25 


FOR SALE BY ALL BOOKSELLERS. 
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JJ URING TIIE SUMMER 


Any Bookseller Can Sell Hundreds of 

FABLES IN SLANG 

By GEORGE ADE 

161110, cloth, illustrated, $1.00 

It Sells Itself. Simply Show the Book and You Can Sell It 

IT IS NEARING THE ONE HUNDREDTH THOUSAND 


TIMELY BOOKS 


HOW TO PLAY GOLF. By H. J. Whig- 
ham. The best book for beginners. Ful¬ 
ly illustrated. $1.50. 


THE ELECTRIC AUTOMOBILE: Its 
Use, Care, and Construction. By C. 

E. Woods. i2mo, $1.50. 


BOOKS FOB LIBBABY TBADB 

THE INDIANS OF TO=DAY. By George Bird Grinnell, Ph.D. With fifty full-page 
portraits of the most famous chiefs. 4to, buckram, $5.00. 

It is generally acknowledged that Mr. Grinnell is the authority on American Indians. For the first 
time in many years a serious attempt is made to deal fairly with the Indian of to-day; his past, his present 
conditions, and his future chances. The book is illustrated with a remarkable series ot photographs, taken 
by Mr. F. A. Rhinehart during the Congress of Indians at the Omaha Exposition. 

SIR ARTHUR SULLIVAN. His life story, with letters and reminiscences. With 
many illustrations. 8vo, cloth, $3.50. 

This is the authorized biography of the great composer. It has been prepared under his personal 
supervision and revised by him in proof. It contains many of his letters and much intimate personal matter 

of great interest. . , , , , . . . - 

“ Mr. Lawrence is to be congratulated upon his book, which has its value enhanced by the inclusion ot 
a lecture by Sir Arthur Sullivan upon Music, with a criticism of his sacred music by B. W. Findow, and of 
his secular and more general work from I he same appreciative hand. The publisher has given the work a 
worthy setting in all respect, making the book one of the noteworthy ones of the year. ’—Chicago Tiwes- 
Herald. 

THE LIFE OF WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY. By Lewis Melville. 

. With portraits, facsimile of handwriting, and several drawings, many now printed for 
the first time. In two volumes, demy 8vo, cloth, gilt, $7.50. 

Although five and thirty years have passed since his death, until now there has never been published 
a life of Thackeray which has had any pretensions to thoroughness. The present work has been written to 
fill this void in the literary history of the century. It is a complete record of the career of the great novelist, 
and throws many new lights upon his private as well as his public life. Thackeray is presented as novelist, 
poet, artist, and art critic, and his friendships and tastes are recorded. 

TWO GENTLEMEN IN TOURAINE. By Richard Sudbury. With many full-page 
illustrations, reproduced in photogravure. Svo, cloth, $3.50. 

A delightful account of the wanderings of an American gentleman and a member of the French nobility 
through the historical chateaux in Touraine. It gives the stories of the various castles, anecdotes of the 
famous people who lived in them, and admirable descriptions of the country. 

OTHER BOOKS ONE SHOE LB REAL 


THE JESSAMY BRIDE. By F. Frank- 

fort Moore. 62d thousand. $1.50. 

CHECKERS: A Hard Luck Story. By 

Henry M. Blossom, Jr. 29th thousand. $1.25. 
DROSS. By Harry Seton Merriman. 

40th thousand. $1.75. 

ARTIE. By George Ade. 21st thousand. 

The DAMN ATION OF THERON WARE. 

By Harold Frederic. 46th thousand. $1.50. 


GLORIA MUNDI. By Harold Frederic. 

19th thousand. $1.50. 

MENTICULTURE. By Horace Fletcher. 

30th thousand. $1.00. 


IN CASTLE AND COLONY. 

Rayner. 5th thousand. $1.50. 

DOC HORNE. 

thousand. $1.25. 


By E. 
By George Ade. 7th 


ASK ANY BOOKSELLER TO SHOW THEM TO YOU 

HERBERT S. STONE & COMPANY 

PUBLISHERS :::::: ELDRIDGE COURT, CHICAGO 
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JAMIESON-HIGGINS CO. 


READY JUNE 5th. 

Another Big and. Quick: Seller. 

SUNBEAMS, author of PECK’S BAD BOY. 

Humor, Sarcasm, and Sense, just exactly like Peck. With fifty original 
illustrations. 

121110, Paper Covers in Two Colors, 25 Cents; Cloth, 50 Cents. 

1st Edition of 15,000 Copies Ready June 5th. 

2d “ “ 15,000 “ “ “ 15th. 

TALES OF THE TELEGRAPH. 

By JASPER EWING BRADY, of the U. S. Signal 
Service. With eight full-page illustrations. 

121110, paper covers, 50 cents; cloth, $1.00. 

STORIES OF THE RAILROAD. 

By JOHN A. HILL. With eight full-page illustrations. 

i2mo, paper covers, 50 cents; cloth, $1,00. 


MICKEY FINN. 

By ERNEST JARROLD. With original full-page 
illustrations. 

Paper covers in three colors, 50 cents. 

JACK POTS. 

Stories of the Great American Game. By EUGENE 
EDWARDS. With fifty apt and clever illustra¬ 
tions by Ike Morgan. 

Paper covers in colors, 50 cents; cloth, $1.00. 

“ It is only a quarter of the fun to play the cards; the rest 
is in playing the players.” 

HELEN S BABIES. 

By JOHN HABBERTON. With fifty original full-page 
and text illustrations by Miss Sara Crosby. 

Cloth, cover design in three colors, 75 cents. 

PECK’S UNCLE IKE ‘ t Se Redheaded Boy. 

The new “ Bad Boy ” book by GEO. W. PECK. With 
25 original full-page illustrations by Ike Morgan. 

Paper covers in colors, 25 cents; cloth, 50 cents. 


JAMIESON-HIGGINS CO., 

PUBLISHERS, 324 Dearborn St., CHICAGO. 


Stories of the men ivho form 
the endless chain of human 
responsibility . 


A succession of vastly inter¬ 
esting incidents where brave 
men become martyrs and the 
world knows nothing about 
it. 


Rattling good Irish dialect 
stories, bubbling over with 
rollicking Irish humor. Not 
a dull page from cover to 
cover. 


Stories brimming over with 
riotously hilarious humor 
and some with the thrill of 
tragedy in them. 


(t Helen’8 Rabies” is one of 
those stories that is good 
enough to be classed among 
the immortals. 


80)000 copies sold during the 
last six months and more 
people made happy every 
day. 
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DREXEL BIDDLE , P ublisher 

NEW YORK SAN FRANCISCO TORONTO PHILADELPHIA LONDON 

Announcement for Publication , June /, 1900 

Fact and Fiction 

The True Story of the Life of an American Girl who Married 
Into the Best of French Nobility . 

WARNING TO THE AMERICAN GIRL WHO WOULD BUY A TITLE 


A Novel by COUNTESS LOVEAU DE CHAV ANNE ,, Entitled 

1 1 o • O r > American Gold Regilding 

vld 9 the Coronets of Europe 

\ 

Illustrated by IVAN PERONET THOMPSON 

FIRST EDITION SOLD IN ADVANCE OF PUBLICATION 

“ ‘ Trilby ’ will have a rival in this book. . . . Her book will attract 

about as much attention as ‘ Trilby,’ for it will be mainly a story of her own 
romantic life. It will tell of the Faubourg St. Germain with its Comtes and 
Comtesses.”— St. Patil Pioneer Press. 

M ORE than two hundred advance orders for the Countess’ book were received within three 
days after it was known that it was about to be published. Among these subscribers 
were Admiral George Dewey, U.S.N., Captain Charles D. Sigsbee, U.S.N., Mr. Joseph 
Jefferson, Mr. Thomas L. Hicks, Postmaster of Philadelphia, and many other people of note¬ 
worthy prominence. Orders are now pouring in. Stores are buying fifty and hundred lots 
to prepare for the rush demand. Published in de luxe form, with many full-page illustrations 
and decorative inter-text pictures. 

Cloth and Gold. Royal Octavo. 400 pages. Price, $1.50 


Arctic Romances 

Laughter of the Sphinx. By A. W. Vorse. 
Cloth and gold, superbly illustrated, 329 
pages, $1.50. 

“ One of the most noted dinners given in Philadelphia 
for quite some time, and one in which the 4 atmosphere ’ 
of the occasion was most happily preserved, was the 
dinner given last evening by Mr. Drexel Biddle in honor 
of Mr. Albert White Vorse, but recently returned from 
the far North .”—Philadelphia Press } April 8, 1900. 

Two South African Novels 

A Fair Imperialist. By Vincent Leather- 
dale. Cloth and gold, $1.50. 

Isban Israel. By George Cossins. Cloth, 
$1.00. 


An Australian Novel 

The Wings of Silence. By George Cos- 
sins. Cloth and Gold, $1.25. 

A Scotch Novel 

The Laird’s Wooing. By Gordon Philips. 
Cloth and gold, $1.25. 

Eighth Thousand. The Second Froggy Fairy 
Book, by A J. Drexel Biddle, the London 
7'imes pronounces “ Remarkably clever.” 
Cloth and gold, elaborately illustrated, 75 
cents. 

A Novel by Francis Hardy, 

Author of “ The Hills of God ” 

To the Healing of the Sea. Cloth and gold, 
$1.50. 


Toronto London 

DREXEL BIDDLE, Publisher, 228 S. Fourth Street, Philadelphia 

NEW YORK, 67 Fifth Avenue. SAN FRANCISCO, 327-331 Sansome Street 

American Cable Address : “ Drebid, Philadelphia ” 


J . C. CARROLIj 9 Manager 9 Sales Department 9 Philadelphia 













1074 


The Publishers' Weekly. 


[Abo. 1478] May 26, 1900 


PUTNAM’S NEW FICTION 


Hilda Wade 

By Grant Allen, author of “Miss Cayley’s Adventures,” etc. With 83 illustrations 
by Gordon Browne. 8vo. (. Probably $1.50.) 

This, the last volume written by Mr. Allen, is an exciting and rapidly moving story. It is a study 
of a young woman who tries to free the memory of her faiher from the imputation of a crime, and to 
bring to justice the true criminal. The last chapter was written by Dr. Conan Doyle, from ideas 
gathered from the author, while the latter was on his death-bed. 

The Angel of Clay 

By William Ordway Partridge, author of “The Song Life of a Sculptor,” etc. 
With illustrations by A. B. Wenzell. lCmo, $1.25. 

From an artist we look for a tale of the fascinating life of studios, and Mr. Partridge's book is not 
a disappointment. In this story we have the true artist, who is necessarily first the true man, splen¬ 
didly portrayed. The novel is of absorbing interest, and is told with that exquisite charm and beauty 
of style which characterizes all of Mr. Partridge’s literary work. 

The Secret of the Crater 

1 

A Mountain Moloch. By Duffield Osborne, author of “ The Spell of Ashtaroth,” etc. 
No. 44 in the Hudson Library. 12mo, paper, 50 cents ; cloth. $1.00. 

Note.— This story, which has been entirely revised by the author, was published in magazine 
form, under the title “ A Mountain Moloch.” 

Mr. Osborne has written a romance that one cannot lay aside till the end is reached. The author 
has created an imaginary island in the South Pacific, with a beautiful princess and a 3 r oung lieutenant 
of the United States Navy as the chief characters. Hard fighting and many mysterious perils furnish 
excitement and to spare, these being woven into a love story of absorbing interest. 

The Things that Count 

By Elizabeth Knight Tompkins, author of “Her Majesty,” “An Unlessoned Girl,” 
etc. No. 43 in the Hudson Library. 12mo, paper, 50 cents; cloth, $1.00. 

In her well-known graphic style. Miss Tompkins has made a strong and vivid study of a character 
hitherto not delineated in American fiction. Her heroine is an indolent young woman of small means, 
who lives by visiting the houses of wealthy friends. The story of her regeneration through her affec¬ 
tion for a man of strong character is cleverty told. 

Talks with Barbara 

By Elizabeth Knight Tompkins, author of “ Her Majesty,” etc. 12mo. {Probably 
$1.25.) 

Miss Tompkins, whose novels, “ Her Majesty ” and “ Unlessoned Girl,” etc , are well-known, has 
set forth in this volume striking opinions with regard to the problems which confront the young men 
and young women of to-day. She has drawn a bright and energetic girl, whose conversations with a 
friend include fresh and sound bits of protest against, and approval of, the restrictions and opportunities 
with which young men and women have to deal. 


A NEW NOVEL BY THE AUTHOR OF “ CHILDREN OF THE MIST.” 

Sons of the Morning 

By Eden Phillpotts, author of “ Children of the Mist,” etc. 8°. {In Preparation.) 

Edward Fuller, Literary Editor of the Providence Journal , said of “ Children of the Mist” : “ If I 
were to name the best novel I have read I should unhesitatingly put down 1 Children of the Mist.’ It 
has a touch of Hardy; it has a touch of Blacktnore; and yet it is fresh, and original, and powerful.” 


*** Write for complete list of Spring Publications and Summer Fiction . 

G. P. Putnam’s Sons, 27 & 29 West 23d St., New York 
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J. B. Lippincott Company 

BOOKS FOR SUMMER READING 


FOR ALL THOSE WHO VISIT PARIS THIS YEAR AND 
FOR ALL THOSE WHO CAN ONLY READ ABOUT IT 


Bohemian Paris 
of To-Day 

WRITTEN BY FROM NOTES BY 

W. C. MORROW EDOUARD CUCUEL 

Illustrated with one hundred and six pen drawings, 
by Edouard Cucuel. Cloth, gilt top, ornamental 
binding, $3.50. 

“ The drawings with which the book is illustrated are as 
frank and yet charming as the text is. The combination of 
the two is the most fascinating study of Bohemian Paris 
made up to date .”—Boston Journal . 


BOHEMIAN 



A Novel of the American Colony in Paris 

A New Race Diplomatist 

By Jennie Bullard Waterbury. Sec¬ 
ond Edition. With five illustrations by 
Edouard Cucuel. 121110, cloth, $1.50. 

Life’s Trivial Round 

A New Novel. By Rosa N. Carey. 
i2mo, cloth, $1.25. 

The Fox=Woman 

A Novel. By John Luther Long, au¬ 
thor of “Miss Cherry-Blossom of 
Tokyo.” Second Edition. With frontis¬ 
piece. i2mo, cloth, ornamental, $1.25. 

A Man : His Mark 

By W. C. Morrow. Second Edition. 
With frontispiece. i2mo, cloth, orna¬ 
mental, $1.25. 


The Shadow of Quong Lung 

By Dr. C. W. Doyle, author of “ The 
Taming of the Jungle.” i2mo, cloth, 
extra, $1.25. 

A powerful and original story of the Chinese 
quarter of San Francisco. 

Andromeda 

A New Novel. By Robert Buchanan. 
i2mo, cloth, $1.25. 

The Step=Mother 

By Mrs. Alexander. 12mo, cloth, $1.25. 

Miss Carmichael’s Conscience 

A Study in Fluctuations. By Baroness 
Von Hutten. Second Edition. With 
frontispiece. i2mo, cloth, ornamental, 
$1.00. 


Recent Popular Issues in LIPPINCOTT’S SERIES OF SELECT NOVELS 

12 mo, paper , 50 cents j cloth, $1.00. 


The Pursuit of Camilla 

By Clementina Black. 


A Golden Autumn 

By Mrs. Alexander. 


Chalmette 


By Clinton Ross. 


The Peacemakers 

By John Strange Winter. 


SOLD BY ALL BOOKSELLERS , OR SENT POST-PAID BY 

J. B. Lippincott Company, P ublishers. Philadelphia 
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LONGMANS, GREEN, ft CO.’S 

NEW B00KS 


LONDON to LADYSniTH via PRETORIA 

By Winston Spencer Churchill. Crown 8vo. With Maps and Plans. $1.50. 

This book is the outcome of Mr. Churchill’s experiences as a special correspondent with the 
British armies in South Africa, from the early days of the war until the relief of Lady¬ 
smith; and includes the story of the fight in the armored train, Mr. Churchill s detention 
at Pretoria as a prisoner of war, his escape, and subsequent service with the Natal army. 
There are several maps throwing light-on the operations and various plans, among them 
one of the States Model Schools in Pretoria where the British prisoners were confined. 


GOVERNMENT OR HUMAN EVO- 
OLUTION. JUSTICE 

By Edmond Kelly, M.A., F.G.S. Sometime 
Lecturer on Municipal Government at Col¬ 
umbia University, in the City of New York ; 
Author of “ Evolution and Effort.” Crown 
Svo, pp. xvL-360, cloth, gilt top, $1.50. 

KING ARTHUR IN CORNWALL 

By W. Howship Dickinson, M.D., Honorary 
Fellow of Gonville and Caius College, Cam¬ 
bridge. With 5 illustrations. Crown Svo, 
$1.20 net. 

NEW AND CHEAPER EDITION. 
STONEWALL JACKSON AND THE 
AHERICAN CIVIL WAR 

By Lieut.-Col. G. F. R. Henderson, Professor 
of Military Art and History, the Staff College; 
Author of “The Campaigns of Fredericks¬ 
burg,” etc. With 2 portraits and 33 maps 
and plans. Third Edition , with an introduc¬ 
tion by Field-Marshal the Right-Hon. Vis¬ 
count Wolseley, K.P., G.C.M.G., etc., etc., 
Commander-in-Chief. 2 vols., crown Svo. 
$4.00. 


AHERICA’S WORKING PEOPLE 

By Charles B. Spahr. Reprinted with Cor¬ 
rections, from The Outlook ( N . Y.) [Ready 
shortly.] Crown Svo, $1.25. 

Contents I. A Typical Primitive Community.—II. 
The Old Factory Towns in New England—III The 
New Factory Towns of the South—IV. The Negro as an 
Industrial Factor—V. The Negro as a Citizen—VI. The 
Coal Mines of Pennsylvania—VII. The Iron Centres— 
VIII. The Trades Union Movement in Chicago—IX. 
The Mormons—X. The Northern Farm. 

DR. NANSENS POLAR EXPEDITION 

THE NORWEGIAN NORTH POLAR 
EXPEDITION, i 893 -i 896 : Scien¬ 
tific Results. 

Edited by Fridtjof Nansen. Volume I. 
With 44 plates and numerous illustrations in 
the text. Demy 4to, $15.00. 

NEW AND CHEAPER ISSUE 

THE BOOK OF GOLF AND GOLFERS 

By Horace G. Hutchinson. With contribu¬ 
tions by Miss Amy Pascoe, H. H. Hilton, 
J. H. Taylor, H. J. Whigham, and Messrs. 
Sutton & Sons. With 72 Portraits from 
Photographs. Large crown, 8vo, $3.00. 


MR. WRY MAN'S NEW ROMANCE 

SOPHIA 


A Romance of the Time of George II. By Stanley J. Weyman. 

With 12 illustrations, crown 8vo, cloth, ornamental, $1.50. 

“ ‘Sophia’ contains, in its earlier part, a series of incidents that is, we believe, the most 
ingenious yet planned by its author. . . . The adventure develops and grows, the tension 

increases with each page, to such an extent that the hackneyed adjective ‘breathless ’ finds an 
appropriate place. None, not even the most hardened and omnivorous novel reader, can follow 
the adventure of Sophia, her brother, Sir Hervey Coke, the adventuress, and the Irishman with 
many aliases, without being carried along by it at top speed until the end is reached, and Sir 
Hervey reveals himself a knight in laced coat and silken stockings.”— Mail and Express , N. Y. 


LONGMANS, GREEN & GO., Publishers, 91-93 Fifth Ave., New York 









May 2 6, 1900 [No. 1478] 


The Publishers Weekly. 


1 077 


A New Historical Novel by a New Writer. 

An Instantaneous Success in the United States and England. 

A KENT SQUIRE. 

Being a Record of Certain Adventures of Ambrose Gwynett, 

Esquire of Thornhaugh. 


By FREDERICK W. HAYES. 

Illustrated with sixteen full-page drawings by the author. 


Size, 7 % x 51^. Long primer type. 537 
Exquisite cover design. Extra cloth. 

“We cannot but commend the liberality with 
which incidents of the most stirring character 
are blended with political and social pictures of 
an interesting period. The last days of the 
Grand Monarque clouded with baffled ambi¬ 
tions and domestic sorrow, the intrigues which 
surrounded the Peace of Utrecht, the antago¬ 
nism between Orleans and Madame de Mainte- 
non in the microcosm of Versailles, the perfidies 
of statesmen, and one above all, are set forth 
with liveliness.”— London Athenceum. 

“It is a clever story, ranking well ahead of 
‘ When Knighthood Was in Flower’ and sever¬ 
al other romances that have had great vogue. 
It is the best book we have seen in respect to 
cover, contents, and cuts.”— Newark Daily 
A dvertiser. 

“ The story will fully repay the perusal. A 
noteworthy feature of the volume is the excel¬ 
lent finish of the many full-page illustrations 
which are scattered throughout the book.”— 
The Sunday States. 


pages. Extra paper. Beautifully printed. 
Price, $1.50. 

“ Quite a remarkable book in many ways. It 
introduces the reading public to a new writer 
of great dramatic power. Mr. Hayes has been 
long before the public as an artist. He is re¬ 
sponsible for the sixteen beautiful illustrations 
which illuminate the pages. Of the book itself 
one can truly say that it is entitled to rank with 
the best historical novels of the day. Those 
who have followed with breathless interest and 
mingled emotions the fortunes of Ambrose 
Gwynett will await with impatience the publi¬ 
cation of the sequel which Mr. Hayes has 
promised us.”— Liverpool Post. 

“ The plot is all through most admirably 
sustained and the climax as satisfactory as sur¬ 
prising.”— Rochester Herald. 

“ Plots and counterplots, secret correspond¬ 
ence, and dangerous missions in hostile camps 
combine with a powerful love*storyto make the 
reader unwilling to stop reading the book till 
the last page has been reached.”— Burlington 
Free Press. 


SOUTHERN HEARTS. 

By FLORENCE HULL WINTERBURN. 

Size, 7^4 x 5^ inches. Small pica type. 466 pages. Extra paper. Beautiful 
cover design. Extra cloth. Price, $1.25. 

“They are far better than the average short I certainly one that the author and publisher 
story, so much better that it is a long way from | may well be proud of.”— Toledo Daily News. 
a good comparison; in fact, it is almost sacri- I “ The book is an excellent one for summer 
lege. But one must read them. The book is | reading.”— Louisville Courier-Journal. 


A DIFFICULT PROBLEM. 


By ANNA KATHARINE GREEN, 


Author of “The Leavenworth Case,” “Agatha Webb,” Etc. 

Size, 7^4 x 5^ inches. Small pica type. 344 pages. Handsome design on cover. 
Extra cloth. Price, $1.25. 


“ Her power shows no sign of deterioration. 
She thoroughly entertains her readers.”— Buf¬ 
falo Commercial. 


“ The book is in the clever author’s happiest 
vein.”— Rochester Herald. 


FOR SALE BY ALL BOOKSELLERS. 

THE F. H. LUPTON PUBLISHING CO., New York. 
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The Bookman. 

The JUNE, issue now ready. 

Special Summer Reading Number , 

with new cover in colors. For sale every¬ 
where. Price , 25c. 

CHIEF CONTENTS: 

1 —The War in South Africa. By Spenser Wilkinson. 

(The military critic of the London Post.) 

2.—The Newspapers of Italy. By Frederic Taber Cooper. 

(With reproductions and caricatures.) 

3 —Literary London. By W. Robertson Nicoll. 

(Editor of the British Weekly.) 

4.—The Redemption of David Corson. 

A Review by Newell Dwight Hillis, of Plymouth Church. Brooklyn. 

5 —Mrs Henry L Dudeney. By Prof H. T. Peck. 

(With portrait of Mrs. Dudeney.) 

6. —Count Leo Tolstoy. By Aylmer Maude of London. 

(An appreciative account of Tolstoy’s later work.) 

7. —Slringlown on the Pike. By John Uri Lloyd. 

(A new instalment of this successful serial story.) 

8. —An Appreciation of Mrs. Wharton’s “The Touchstone” 

(By the editor of The Bookman.) 

9 —The Yiddish Theatre in New York. By H. Hapgood. 

(With illustrations of actors and audience.) 

!0.—The Drama of the Month. By Norman Hapgood. 

(With many illustrations.) 

It —Jeanne Marni By Frederic Loliee. 

(An account of a remarkable French authoress.) 

12.—Parisian Literary Life. By Adolph Cohn. 

(A paper on the noteworthy new French books.) 

13—American Caricaturists. By Regina Armstrong. 

(Dealing with Kemble, “ Zim,” Sullivant, Newell, etc.) 

ALSO, 

Novel Notes, Chronicle and Comment, Illustrations, Book Reviews, the 
Book mart, the Best Selling Books, and all the usual Departments. 

Dodd, flead & Co., Publishers, New York 
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UNLEAVENED 
BREAD and what 
is being said of it. 

Times Saturday Review : “ He presents a drama of life ; 
lie marshals a variety of characters, each original and vital; 
his central figure is a unique creation, drawn with the 
unfaltering hand of a master.” 

Boston Daily Advertiser : “A very remarkable novel, rich 
in ideas, strong in high appeal, of great interest to all 
students of life and character, and especially to every Amer¬ 
ican who loves his country and desires the best of things 
for her.” 

New York Tribune: “Not only Selma, but the three 
men she successively marries, and the other types included, 
are all realized with force; they seem taken bodily from 
actualjjfe.” 

New York Commerial Advertiser: “In his latest novel 
Mr. Grant has aimed ambitiously high, and it is a pleasure 
to be able to congratulate him upon having produced a novel 
of quite uncommon strength. ... It is a book which ought 
to be read by all who take an interest in the development 
of purely American fiction.” 

Brooklyn Eagle: “Its main strength lies in the perfec¬ 
tion withWhich the author has portrayed certain phases of 
our many-sided social life. It is a social study of existing 
conditions which has not been exceeeed for vigor of de¬ 
lineation and strength and delicacy of coloring in a long 
time.” 

Philadelphia Evening Telegraph : “Judge Grant has un¬ 
doubtedly had exceptional facilities for the study of char¬ 
acter, and he has in the present novel drawn his pictures 
with a master’s touch. . . . He has written for the God of 
things as they are. He has not only called a spade a spade, 
but he has at times used strong qualifying adjectives. The 
result is a true story of American life, as it is to-day.” 


“ Unleavened Bread” is a novel by Judge Robert Grant whose 
essays on social subjects have already made him famous. The 
Boston Transcript says : “ One gasps a bit at the man’s grasp of the 
modern spirit.” His new book is sure to be discussed and widely read. 
(For sale everywhere. i2mo, $1.50.) 


Charles Scribner’s Sons, Publishers. 



“A unique 

creation.” 

“A very 
remarkable 
novel.” 

“Taken bodily 
from life.” 

"Of quite 
uncommon 
strength.” 


"Has not been 
exceeded. ’ ’ 


"Drawn with 
a master’s 
touch.” 
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The Song of the Sword, 

A ROMANCE OF 1796 . 

By LEO DITRICHSTEIN. 

“ In this thrilling story the author dis¬ 
plays a perfect wealth of plots and critical 
situations. It is an excellent work, line and 
subtle, with many exciting scenes. A spirit 
of chivalrous romance exudes from each 
chapter. There is in fact an odor of rom 
ance all about it. The work spent on the 
central figures is splendid, and the entire 
book satisfies the demand for combined en¬ 
tertainment and interest in a historical 
novel.” 

Cloth Bound, Illustrated, $1.60. 

G. W. Dillingham Go., Publishers. New York. 


JUST PUBLISHED: 

Weighed in the Balance 

By CHRISTIAN REID 

Author of "Armine” “ Car me la” u A Woman of Fortune “ The Land of the Sun,” etc. 


l 2 mo, Cloth, Illustrated, = = $ 1.50 


A fascinating, dramatic story of the human soul. The heroine is a young girl reared with 
the loftiest ideals, who finds, when brought into contact with the world, that its motives .and 
standards are in direct contradiction to her own. The development of her character under the 
influence of love, sorrow and disappointment forms the basis of a most interesting psychological 
study. 

The story is told in forceful style and worked out with consummate art. 


SEVENTH EDITION IN EOUIt MONTHS 

My New Curate 

A Story : Gathered from the Stray Leaves of 
an Old Diary, by the Rev. P. A. Sheehan, 
P.P., Doneraile (Diocese of Cloyne). Author 
of “Geoffrey Austin: Student,” “The Tri¬ 
umph of Failure,” etc. With numerous illus¬ 
trations. i2mo, cloth, gilt top, $1.50. 

“So full of observation, of insight, of delicate pathos 
and flashing humor, that whoever once begins it will not 
lay it down unread .”—Providence Journal. 


The Secret of Fougereuse 

A Romance of the XVth Century. From the 
French by Louise Imogen Guiney. With il¬ 
lustrations by Chase Emerson and Louis 
Meynell. i2mo, cloth, ornamental, $r.25. 

“ It is a fine piece of work . . . vivid in its rendering 
of the conditions and the spirit of the lime, full of move¬ 
ment and incident, impressive in its contrasts of noble and 
Christian character with that of the base intriguer, and 
withal thoroughly entertaining from first to last.”— 
grega tionalist. 


AT ALL BOOKSELLERS 


MARLIER, CALLANAN & GO., 173 Tremont Street, Boston, Mass. 
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The Best Summer Books. 


Pocket 

Size 

Standard 

Novels. 



Dickens’ 

and 

Thackeray’s 

Works. 


THE OLE SIZE ANE THE NEW SIZE. 


The NEW CENTURY LIBRARY is a radical departure in the art of 
book-making. Each novel is published unabridged in a single volume which 
is so small that it is equally suitable for the pocket or satchel, and consequently 
invaluable for summer reading and travelling. As a library edition it is hand¬ 
some in the extreme. The size is only 4^ by 6^ inches, and not thicker than 
a monthly magazine. India paper, the thinnest printing paper in the world, is 
used in making these books. Notwithstanding this the paper is very strong 
and remarkably opaque. The type is Long Primer, a size larger than that you 
are now. reading. “ A real delight to lovers of Dickens and Thackeray.” 

The volumes are published monthly in three bindings : Cloth, $100 per vol.; Leather, limp, $ 1.25 ; 
Leather, boards, $ 1 . 50 . Now ready, six volumes of Dickens and four volumes of Thackeray. 

There is a growing demand for these volumes . It will pay you to carry them. 

THOMAS NELSON & SONS, 37 East 18 th St., New York. 




THE CENTURY CO.’S SUMMER BOOKS 


THE SWORD OF THE 


BEADY JUNE 
KING 


9 th 


A Novel of Adventure. By Ronald Macdonald, son of Dr. George Macdonald, the distinguished 
poet, preacher, and novelist. A romance of the seventeenth century, the scene laid in England at the 
time of James ii. $1.50. 


Ernest Seton-Thompson’s latest book and first 
long story. Issued in beautiful form, printed in 
black, red, and tint, with 75 drawings by the au¬ 
thor. $1.50. 

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A QUACK 

The latest book by Dr. S. Weir Mitchell, author 
of “ Hugh Wynne.” “A strong study in charac¬ 
ter by a master handler of the writer’s art.”— 
Philadelphia Item. $1.25. 


i 

5 

i 


PROBLEMS OF EXPANSION 

By Whitelaw Reid. A series of papers, embodying addresses delivered by the Hon. Whitelaw Reid 
since his return from Paris, where he was a member of the conterence which negotiated the treaty m 
between the United States and Spain. $1.50. ^ 

FOB SALE EVEBYWHEBE 

ARDEN MASSITER # 

A Novel. By William Barry, author of 44 The Two Standards.” 44 It ought to have a great success,” ^ 
says W. L. Alden in his London letter to the New York Times Saturday Review. The critic of Liter- f 
ature says 44 We cannot sufficiently praise the art of this book.” *1.50. jk 

DEACON BRADBURY * 

One of the latest popular successes. A novel of New England. By Edwin Asa Dix. 
story. One of the kind that provokes discussion.”— Ruffalo Commercial. $1.50. 

THE BIOGRAPHY OF A GRIZZLY 


l4 A very strong 


SAILING ALONE 

AROUND THE WORLD 

The personal narrative of the voyage of 46,000 
miles of the sloop ‘‘Spray.” by < aptain Joshua 
Slocum. $2.00. 44 A delightful volume.”— N. Y. 
Commercial Advertiser. 

KATE WETHERILL 

By Jennette Lee. “ This book is literature. . . . 
Almost startling in its realism, but thoroughly con¬ 
vincing in its illusion of truth.”— Boston Budget. 
$1.25. 

YORK 


£ THE CENTURY CO., UNION SQUARE, NEW ^ 
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THE MUTINY 
ON BOARD 
H. M. S. BOUNTY 

By Lieut. William Bligh. With charts 
and illustrations. i6mo, cloth, $1.00; 

A true and thrilling rendering of this 
remarkable incident of history. From the 
original report of Lieut. Bligh, who had 
charge of the expedition. 

STEVENSONIANA 

Pictorial and Literary Miscellany concern¬ 
ing R. L. S., the man and his work. In 
12 Parts, with unique illustrations, each 
25 cents ; the series, $2.50. 


OTJl EJt A TTJtA CT1VJJ VO L UME8 : 

THE BOOK OF OMAli AND 
RUBAIYAT 

In Four parts. Illustrated, small 4to, 
each 50 cents; the set, $1.75. 

IN ME MORI AM 

ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON 

With 140 Rubricated Initials, specially 
drawn by Blanche McManus. Quarto, 
antique boards, edition 500 copies, $3.00 
net . 

M. F. MANSFIELD, Publisher, 

c* ftc SbaniMc c 

14 West Twenty-second Street, N. Y. 


NEARLY READY 

AN UNSOCIAL 

SOCIALIST 

By G. BERNARD SHAW 

Author of “Cashel Byron’s Profession” 

The first American edition of this very origi¬ 
nal and whimsical study of Society Life in 
England at the present time. 

i2mo, cloth, $1.25 


JUST PUBLISHED 

DANIEL WHYTE 

An Unfinished Biography 

By A. J. DAWSON 

Author of “Middle Greyness,” etc. 

A thrilling story of adventure in Australia, 
and of Journalistic Life in that Country and in 
London. 

■ 2mo, cloth, $1.25 


FOR SALE EVERYWHERE 

BRENTANO’S, 31 Union Sq, N. Y. 


A HANDBOOK OF 

GOLF FOR BEARS 

(.READY JUNE 1) 

A series of irresistibly comic black-and-white 
drawings by Frank Verbeck. Board cover 
in colors. Size, 8 x 10 inches. 

.... Price, $1.00 .... 

Subtirban Edition 

MR. ISOLATE OF 

LONELYVILLE 

By CONYERS C. CONVERSE. Paper cover. 
.... Price, 50 cents .... 

JOHN KENDRICK BANGS 

New Editions of 

In Camp with a Tin Soldier 

.... Price, $1.25 .... 

The Mantelpiece Minstrels 

.... Price, 50 cents .... 

IHtUSSELL 

3 West 29th St., New York 


TWO INTERESTING BOOKS 

A SUMMER JOURNEY TO BRAZIL 

By Alice R. Humphrey. With 16 full-page illus¬ 
trations. $1.25. 

OLD OCEAN’S FERRY 

A Book for Landsman and Mariner. Compiled 
by John Colgate Hoyt. $1.00. 

Also a practical essay by D. Stuart Dodge, D.D., 
entitled Systematic Benevolence. 15 cents. 


BONNELL, SILVER & CO. 

24 West 22<l St., New York 


We have the most extensive facilities 
for importing* 

Foreign Books, 

X > ei , iodie*als, Maps, ete. 
from all countries. We have direct connec¬ 
tions with the publishers of Germany, Austria. 
Switzerland, England, France, etc., and besides import 
by mail through our agents at Bruxelles, Amster¬ 
dam. Madrid, Barcelona, Turin. Milan, Borne. Constan¬ 
tinople, Bucarest. Buda-Pesth, Warsaw, St. Petersburg, 
Helsingfors, Stockholm, Christiania, Copenhagen, Cairo, 
Calcutta, Batavia, Shanghai, Tokyo. Lima, Santiago, 
Buenos Aires, Bio, Havana, Mexico, Ottawa, Toronto, etc. 

Second-hand Books 

of all kinds imported. Prompt reply to all inquiries. 

E. Steiger & Co. 3 25 Park Place, New York, 
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I THE HOLITAN BIBLES! 



The Minion i6mo Edition of the Holman Self-Pronouncing Teachers’ Bible is known 
by some of our customers as the “Young Ladies’ Bible,” and this is a good name for it. 
Just the size book which looks well when carried by a dainty woman. Measures 4%x6J£ 
inches; a trifle over one inch thick. Good paper, clear type, and nicely printed. Has 
references, helps, and maps. The New India Paper Bible is the neatest and most com¬ 
pact reference Bible we have ever seen, and the price is low. 


Our salesmen are now on the road with 
our igoo line. Be sure to see our samples 
before you place your order. 


It pays to handle the HOLMAN LINE. 
The goods are right—the prices are 
right. 


♦ 

♦ 


♦ A. J. HOLMAN & CO., - Philadelphia * 

♦♦♦♦♦♦♦«♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 


“ The Gold Citre for Melancholy .” 

BILLY BAXTER’S LETTERS. 

By WM. J. KOUNTZ, JR. 

A Strong Success Wherever Good Books Are Sold. 


Liberal discounts and a poster for the asking. 

THE DUQUESNE DISTRIBUTING CO., Harmarville, Pa. 

(ESTABLISHED BY W. J. KOUNTZ, JR.) 



TWFU7YT7Q 30 lafayette place, 

inUijAijlJ, NEW YORK. 

D ICTIONARIES of all Languages ; Bibles, 
Concordances ; City and Business Di¬ 
rectories and Trade Catalogues; in 
short, all works of Reference, whether of busi¬ 
ness or literature, indexed promptly at bottom 
prices and in the best style. Every such book 
should have the index. 

“It is as necessary as the binding and more 
convenient.” 

“ No one who has used it would willingly be 
without it.” 
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TERMS OF ADVERTISING. 

Under the heading "■Books Wanted hook-trade 
subscriber* are given the privilege of a free ad¬ 
vertisement for books out of print, of five lines 
exclusive of address, in any issue except special 
numbers, to an extent not exceeding lOO lines a 
year . If more than five lines are sent, the excess 
is at IO cents per line, ami amount should be 
enclosed. Bids for current books and such as may 
be easily had from the publishers, and repeated matter, 
as well as all advertisements from non-subscribers , 
must be paid for at the rate of io cents per line. 

Under the heading “Books for Sale ,” the charge to 
subscribers and non-subscribers is io cents per line for 
each insertion. No deduction for repeated matter. 

Under the heading “Situations Wanted," subscribers 
are entitled to one free insertion of five lines. For re¬ 
peated matter andadvertisementsof non-subscribers the 
charge is io cents per line. 

All other small , undisplayed, advertisements will be 
charged at the uniform rate of io cents per nonpareil 
line. Eight 7 uords may be reckoned to the line. 

Parties 7 uith 7uhom 7 ue have no accounts must pay in 
advance, otherwise no ?iotice 7 vill be taken of their com¬ 
munications. 

Parties desiring to recede answers to their advertise¬ 
ments through this office should either call for them or 
enclose postage stamps with their orders for the insertion 
of such advertisements. In all cases we must have the 
full address of advertisers, not necessarily for publica 
tion, but as a guarantee of good faith. 


' BOOKS WANTED. 


In answering, please state edition, condi¬ 
tion, and price, including postage or express 
charges. 

Houses that are willing to deal exclusively on 
a cash-on-delivery basis will find it to their 
advantage to put after their firm-name the word 
[Cash]. 

Write your wants plainly and on one side 
of the sheet only. Illegibly-written “wants ” 
tvill be considered as not having been received. 
The **Publishers’ Weekly” does not hold itself 
responsible for errors. 

It should be understood that the appearance 
of advertisements in this column, or elsewhere 
in the i * Publishers’ Weekly,” does not furnish 
a guarantee of credit. While it is endeavored to 
safeguard these columns by withdrawing the 
privilege of their use from advertisers who are 
not “good pay,” booksellers should take the 
usual precaution, as to advertisers not known 
to them, that they would take in making sales 
to any unknown parties. 


£ 3 ?” Will A. B., who, in our issue for April 14, adver¬ 
tised for the Speeches of Dickens, call or send for 
answers? 

Agency, Room 1214 , Lord’s Court Building, New York. 

[Cask. 1 

Hunt's Merchants' Magazine between i860 and ’70 
odd lots, vols , or nos. cheap for cash. 

Pasko's 0 d New York. 

New York—Past, Present, and Future. 

Almy, Bigelow & Washburn, Salem, Mass. 
Coues’ Key to N. A. Birds. 

Knight’s Studies in Shakespeare. 

Plutarch’s Lives, Clough’s ed., 1st ed. 

Philistine , v.^. 

American Code Co., 83 Nassau St., N. Y. [Cash. 1 
Cable and telegraphic codes of all kinds, new or old. 
Quote title, date, edition, and price. 

N.J. Bartlett & Co.,28 Corn hi II, Boston, Mass. 
Baird, Brewer, and Ridgeway, Birds of N. A., 5 v. 1875. 
Plutarch’s Lives, Tudor Library. 

Herder’s Hebrew Poetry. 

Motley’s Netherlands, 4 v., black cl. 

Seven Great Hymns of the Medireval Church. 

The Boston Cheap Book Store, 506 I IthSt., 

N. W., Washington. D. C. 

Buchanan, Bolder the Beautiful. Mullan, London, 1877. 
Proceedings of Democratic Convention, Chicago, 1896. 
Schoolcraft’s Indians, odd vols. 

Story of Washington, Todel. 

Historic Homes, Mrs. Lockwood. 

China Collecting in America, A. M. Earle. 

Brentano's, 2 18 Wabash Aye., Chicago, III. 

20,000 Leagues Under the Sea, Verne, red cl. ed. 
Scribner. 


Brentano’f. —Continued. 

Law of Laws. Arena Publishing Co. 

Kathie, by Wiggs, pap. Dillingham. 

From Avalon, by Miller. McClurg. 

In and Around Berlin. McClurg. 

History of the Expedition of Lewis and Clark. Pub. 
about 1823. 

Hotel de Engleterre. Pub. by Cassell. 

8. E. Bridgman & Co., 108 Main 8t., Northamp¬ 
ton, Mass. 

Green, On Moses and the Piophets. 

A Maori Maid. 

Carpenter, Revelations of Microscope, with Dollinger 
On Optics, included. 

School management, Millar. 

Brown & Townsend, 406 N. 9th St., 8t. Louis, Mo. 

Lucifer, v. 4, nos preferred. 

Theosophist , v. 1,2, and 3. 

Mag. Am. Hist., June and July, 1879. 

Mrs. Katharine S. Burr, Cazenavia, N. Y. 

T. H. Benton's Thirty Years in ihe U. S. Senate, v. 2. 
Geo. Bancroft’s History of the U. S., v. 6., edition about 
1857. 

The Burrows Bros. Co.. Cleveland, O. 

Burke’s Eng. Misrule in Ireland. N. Y., 1873. 

41 Ireland’s Case stated in Reply to Froude. N. 
Y.,1873. 

Field, W., Scrap-Book. Pub. 1874. 

Parkman’s Works, Champlain ed. 

Callahan's Old Book 8tore, 22 E. 2d South St., 
Salt Lake City, Utah. 

Cheiro’s Guide to the Hand, large ed.. 5 copies. 
Confession of the Murder of Wm. Morgan, by Dr. John 
L. Emery N. Y., 1849, or anything pertaining to the 
Niagara Frontier. 

Anything on Mormonism. 

Chas. Dickens, Sheldon or Gregory Household ed., 
complete or odd vols. 

Scott’s Waverly Novels, Ticknor & Field’s Ulus. House¬ 
hold ed., complete or odd vols. Boston, 1858. 
Scott’sTales of a Grandfather, Ticknor & Field’s House¬ 
hold ed., complete or odd vols. Boston, 1861. 

Carnegie Library, Pittsburgh, Pa. 

Farmer, John, Genealogical Register of the First Set¬ 
tlers of New England. Lancaster, 1829. 

C. N. CasparCo.,437 E. Water St., Milwaukee, 
Wis. 

Corporal Si Klegg and His Pard. 

Garland, John Randolph. 

Sawyer, John Randolph. 

Benton, 30 years in U. S. senate, 2 v., or v. 2 sep. 

“ Debates of Congress, v. 15 and 16. 

Jefferson, Works, 9 v. N. Y., 1853-4. 

Webster, “ 6 v. Boston. 

Franklin, “ 10 v. N. Y. or Chicago. 

Horsing the Niagara River. 

Dumas’ Works, v. t, Collier ed. 

Key to Wentworth’s H igher Algebra. 

Shepherd, My Life in the Convent. 

44 Pope Leo’s Demand. 

44 Secret Confessions to the Priests Exposed. 

/4 . H. Clapp, 32 Maiden Lane, Albany, N. Y. 

By Proxy. Paine. 

Home and Garden, Longmans, Green & Co. 

Scott’s Coin Catalogue. 

The Robert Clarke Company, 3 I E. 4th St., 
Cincinnati, O. 

Shakespeare as a Lawyer. 

Yoakum’s Texas, 2 v. 

Hall, James, Wilderness and Warpath. 

44 “ Tales of the Border. 

Mackenzie, Alex.. Voyages from Montreal. London, 
1801. 

Franchere. G.. Narrative of Voyage to Northwest Coast. 
New York. 1854. 

Johnson and Winter, Route Across Rocky Mountains. 
Lafayette, 1842. 

Rubio, Rambles in U. S. and Canada in 1845. 

W. A. Clarke, Jr., P. 0. Box 898, Butte. Mont. 

The Philistine, v. 1 to 7. Pub. by the Roycrofters. 

Henry T. Coates & Co., Philadelphia, Pa. 

Brande’s Diet, of Science, etc. 

McCulloch. Diet, of Commerce, latest ed. 

Twining, T., Travels in America 100 Years ago, early 
ed. 

Fox, Lieut. Col. W. J., New York at Gettysburg. 

Albany, J. B. Lyon. 

Vincent. The Social Mind. 

Zahn, Evolution and Dogma. 

Adams, A Delaware Indian Legend. , 

Shakespeare. Vale ed. 

Elworthy, The Evil Eye. 
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BOOKS WANTED.—Continued. 


Wm. Q. Colesworthy, 66 Cornhill, Boston, Mass. 

Clapp’s Boston Stage. 

Johnson’s Rncy., v. 3, 4, 6, 7, 8, 1895 ed. 

Irving S. Colwell, Auburn, N. Y. 

Stoddard’s Travel Lectures. 

Ridpath’s U. S., 9 v., last ed. 

Campbell’s Puritan in England, Holland, and America, 
v. 1. 

Stephens’ War Between States, v. 2, sheep. 

H. M. Connor, 232 Meridian St., E. Boston, Mass. 

The Woods of the U. S. 

Books on woods, their structure, etc 
Mechanical books, second-hand, cheap. 

Thompson, Elementary Electricity, second-hand. 

Cushing & Co., 34 W. Baltimore St., Baltimore, 
Md. 

Howard, Fifty Years in Md. Kitchen. 

Damrell & Upham,283 Washington 8t., Boston, 
Mass. 

Some Phases of Sexual Morality and Church Discipline 
in Colonial New England, by Charles Francis Adams. 
Hubbard’s Map of Northern Maine. 

Rimmer’s Art Anatomy. H.,M.&Co. 

Oodd, Mead & Co., 372 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 

Stone’s Red Jacket, Munsell’s large-pap. ed. 

KcKenney and Hall’s Indians, original folio ed. 

Lewis and Clark's Travels, eo. by Coues. 1893. 
Beverley’s Virginia. 1705. 

Froissart’s Chronicles, 12 v. 

The Delight Makers. D.. M. & Co. 

Lossing’s History of the United States. 

The Book of Job, by Rawlinson. Pub. by Randolph. 
Book of Charades, by Winthrop M. Pread. 

Franklin’s Works, 10 v.. ed. by Bigelow. Pub. by Put¬ 
nam. 

Miss Brown, by Vernon Lee. 

Practical Common Sense. 

In Bad Society. 

Peasant. 

The H. & W. B. Drew Co., Jacksonville, Fla. 
Severe Scenes in Florida, by W. L. Perry. 

E. P. Dutton & Co., 3 I W. 2 3d St.. N. Y. 

The Shadow of the Angel, by E. W. Shurtleff. 

Eaton & Mai ns,269 Woodward Ave., Detroit, Mich. 

Sach’s Physiology of Plants. 

Harry Falkenau, I 67 Madison St., Chicago, III. 

The Destiny of Russia, by Pheta. Chicago, 1878. 

C. P. Farrell, I I 7 E. 2 I st 8t., N. Y. 

Voltaire’s 5-canto poem : The Civil War of Geneva, in 
English. This was done into English about 1768. 
State condition, price, and full particulars. 

H.W.Fisher&Co., 1635 Chestnut St., Phi I a., Pa. 
Sonnets from Portuguese. Roycroft ed. 

Gentle Art of Making Enemies, Whistler. 

Fitzgerald & Co.. 196 High St., Holyoke, Mass. 

Lasker’s Book on Checkers. 

Ladies ’ Hotne Jour nat, Jan., Feb., March, 1900. 

*1 

W. Y. Foote. Warren St., Syracuse, N. Y. 

Last 2 v. of the Old Testament. Butler’s Bible Works. 

Gregory’s Bookstore, Providence, R. I. [Cash. ] 
Mary the Handmaid of the Lord. Dodd. 

Lippincott's Mag.. V. 36, ’85. 

Carpenter, Six Months in the White House. 

William Beverley Hari so n.3and 6 West 18th 8t., 

N. Y. [ Cash .] 

Cardinal Newman’s Historical Sketches, all vols. 

Harvard Co-operative Society, Cambridge, Mass. 

Crosby’s Plain Talks in Parable. 

The Helman-Taylor Company, 23-27 Euclid 
Ave., C leveland , O . 

Wild Animals I Have Known, 1st ed. 

H. Herpolsheimer Co.. N and I 2th Sts. Lincoln. 
Neb. 

^Eschvlus, Morsehead trans. 

Sophocles, Elrctra, and Antigone, Morsehead trans. 
Calderon, McCarthy trans. 

W. M. Hill, 31 Washington St., Chicago, III. 

Pray You, Sir, Who’s Daughter ? 

Harper’s Latin Dictionary. 

D. R. Hirschler, San Diego, Cal. 

LifeofVen. Padre Junipero Serra. San Francisco. 


Holmes Book Co., 1149 Market St., San Francisco, Cal. 

[Cash.] 

Herbert Spencer, Principles of Ethics, * v., hf. green 
mor. Appleton. 

The Howland Dry Goods Co., Bridgeport, Conn. 

Keats’ Poems, 3 v. Lippincott. 

Hon. Peter Stirling. Ford, 1897. 

H. R. Johnson, 8pringfield, Mass. 

Connecticut in the Revolution. 

History Charleston, nos. 

Bliss Genealogy. 

Draper Family in America. 

Harrison Weir’s Book of Cats. 

The E. P.Judd Co., Box406, New Haven, Conn. 

[Cash.] 

Newton Olney’s Hymns 

Boole's Treatise on Diff. Equations, ed. 1877 or ’72. 
Pub. by Macmillan. 

W. B. Ketcham, 7 and 9 W. 18th St., N. Y. 

Ki Lane; or, the Young Continental Officer. 

The Christian Union , v. 41 and 43, either bound or in 
separate nos. 

Public Opinion, v. 24, May 19. 

Dictionary of Thought, by Tyron Edwards. 

Christ in Art, by Edward Eggleston. 

J. Kirkpatrick, 1016 Woodland Ave., Cleveland, 

O. [Cash.] 

Woods’ Natural History, 3-v. set. Pub. by Geo. Rout- 
ledge & Sons. 

Any books on flowers. 

Charles E. Lauriat Co., Successors to Estes & 
Laurlat (Retail Dep’t), 301 Washington 8t., 

B oston, Mass. 

Choate’s Works, 2 v., octavo. 

Madison’s “ 4 v., “ 

Clay’s “ 6 v., “ 

Hamilton’s “ 7 v., “ 

Leary’s Book 8tore, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Cause and Cure of Crime, by Stolz. 

Leggat Brothers, 81 Chambers 8t., N. Y. 

5 copies Wild Animals I Have Known, 1st ed. 

Set Banking in All Nations, 4 v. 

Paul Lemperly, 111 Water St., Cleveland, O. 

Books by Charles Warren Stoddard. Give dates. 

Little, Brown & Co., 264 Washington 8t., 
Boston, Mass. 

Audubon and Bachman’sQuadrupedsof North America, 
first of the imp. 8° ed. 

Louisville Book Co-, 356 Fourth Ave., Louis¬ 
ville, Ky. 

Gladstone’s Academic Sketches. 

Huxley’s Evolution and Ethics. 

Both in pamphlet form. 

Truth , Jan., 1899. 

C. D. Lyon, 22 Monroe St., Grand Rapids, Mioh. 

Collignon, Manual of Mythology. 

Karoly, Paintings of Florence. 

Stanley, Dutch and Flemish Painters. 

Matthews, History and Mechanism of the Organ. 
Grant’s Memoirs, v. 2 only, calf. 

Lyon, Kymer & Palmer Co., Grand Rapids 
Mich. 

Poe’s Works, v. 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 9,10, Stone ed. 

Grosvenor, Constantinople, 2 v. 

Hamerton, Marmorne. 

Mechanics’ Institute Library, 31 Post St., San 
Francisco, Cal. 

Cassier's Magazine, v. 1 to 10. 

Institute Naval Architects, v. 16 (1875), 17 C76), 3 2 (’9 1 )- 

C. A. Montgomery, P. O. Box 2444, N. V. [Cash.] 
Hawthorne, Nathaniel, Mosses frem an Old Manse, 
pt. r. London, 1846. 

Follen, Mrs , Tales of Married Life.f?) 

Samuel Johnson: the Sunday-School Society’s Gift. 
Boston, 1842. 

H. H. Morse, 20 Monroe St., Grand Rapids, Mich. 

Ency. Britannica, v. 6, 10, it, 12, 13, 14. 15, 16, 17, 19, 20, 
22, 23, 24, hf. red russia. 

Alexander, Found Wanting. 

John P. Morton & C®., Louisville, Ky. 

Shield’s History of Mississippi- 
Foote’s Historv of the Bench and Bar of the South. 
History of the Colony and Ancient Domair.scf Virginia, 
by Charles Campbell. Pub. by Lippincott, i8fo. 

Index to Henning's Statute at Laree. Va., by Di>on. 
Index to Meade's Old Ministers, Church, and Families 
of Va. 
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A. J. Ochs & Co., 367 Washington St., Boston, 
Mass. [Cash.] 

The China Hunter’s Club. 

Greek Poets, Edwin Arnold. 

E. T. Pardee, 80 W. Rutland Square, Boston, Mass. 

Cosmopolitan , March, May, June, Aug., 1896; Uct., 
Nov., ’88. 

Munsey , Oct., Dec., 1892; Jan., Feb., May, June, July, 
Aug., ’93. 

Electrical World , v. 33, nos. 9 and 10. 

E. R. Pelton, I 9 E. I 6th St , N. Y. 

Eclectic , July, 1891; Dec., ’92; May, Aug., ’93; Jan., ’95. 

Pierce & Zahn, 633 17th St., Denver, Colo. [Cash.] 
Thoughts on Am. Lecture of Farrar. 

Sketches, Historical and Descriptive, of La., by Maj. 
Amos Stoddard. 

Scatalogical Rites, by Bourke, Gov’t Report. 

C C. Purcell, 4 18 9th St., N. W., Washington, 
D. C. 

Rhodes’ History U. S., v. 1, 2, 3, 4. Harpers. 

Keely’s Drunkenness and Heredity. Chicago. 

Kinship and Marriage in Early Arabia, W. Robertson 
Smith. 

A. M. Robertson, 126 Post St., San Francisco, Cal. 

Muther, Modern Painting, 3 v. 

Alcott, Little Women, 8°, gilt, original illustrated ed. 
Americans of Royal Descent. 

Robson & Adee, Saratoga 8prings, N. Y. 
Annual Summary nos. of Publishers' Weekly containing 
list of books published in 1891 and ’96. 

Charles M. Roe, 177 Wabash Ave., Chicago, III. 

[Cash.] 

Manual of Needlework, Rosevear. Macmillan. 

Home and Its Surroundings, Eggleston. Harper. 
Hymns and Rhymes for Home and School, compiled by 
C. S. Guild Issued about 30 or 40 years ago. 
Chittenden’s Personal Reminiscences of Abraham Lin¬ 
coln (1840-90). Pub. by Richmond. 

Liberty and a Living, by G. P. Hubert. Pub. by Put¬ 
nam. Si.00. 

Leading Events in Wisconsin History, by Legler. 

St. Paul Book and Stationery Co., 5th and St. Peter 
Sts , St. Paul, Minn. 

Time and Chance, Hubbard. 

Miss E. G. Shaw, Wayland, Mass. 

American Journal 0f Comhology. 

Journal of a Young Man. Frankfort. 

Agassiz, Classification. 

Jones, History of Ojibways. 

Mass. Adj -Gen. Rep., i86t. 


O. Ulbrich, 386 Main St., Buffalo, N. Y. 

Any work on millinery, giving date of publication. 

Union Club, I W. 2 1st St., N. Y. 
Supplement to Encycl. Britannica, hf. calf. 

John Wanarruaker, Ph I lad el ph la. Pa. 

Caliban, the Missing Link, by Daniel Wilson. 

H. Welter, 69 Rue Bernard Palissy, Paris. 
Mansi Cellectio Conciliorum, v. 3, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, 12, 13, 
14, 15, 16, 17,18, 20, 22, 23, 26, 27, 28, 29, 30, 31, or set. 
Library fournal , v. n-14 and 16-22. 

Western Book and Stationery Co., 300-304 Wabash 
Avenue, Chicago, III. 

Abbot’s Kings and Queens, Harper ed. 

Thomas Whittaker, 2 Bible House, N. Y. 

Studies of Jesus, by R. Heber Newton. 

Woodward & Lothrop, Washington, D. C. 

Edersheim’s Life and Times of Jesus the Messiah, 2 
copies of v. 1 only, hf. mor. brown, E. R. Herrick ed, 
Heart of Old Hickory, by Dromgoole, pap. or cl. 
binding. 

H. T. Wright, 720 Main St., Kansas City, Mo. 
Lowndes’ Bioliographers’ Manual. 

Chain of Sacred Wonders, S. A. Latta. 

Primitive Property, by E. Laveleye; introd. by Cliffe 
Leslie. 

Shakespeare’s Works, Parchment Library ed., 12 v., 
82 and 85. K. P. & Co. 

James C. Young, 1600 2d Ave. S., Minneapolis, 
Minn. 

1st eds. of Charles Warren Stoddard. 

Anything from the Roycroft Press. 


BOOKS FOR SALE. 


The Howland Dry Qoods Co.. Bridgeport, Conn. 

Ridpath’s Library of Universal Literature, 25 v., hf. 
mor., ed. de luxe. 

Sherman’s Memoirs, 2 v. Webster. Make offers. 

The Goldsmith Book and Stat’y Co., Wichita, Kan. 

A collection of posters for sale. Parties desiring same 
please write us. 

John H. Scribner, 1319 Walnut St., Phila., Pa. 

Am. Cat., v. 3, 1884-90, Subject and Title Index. Price, 
$22.00. 

A. H. Smythe, 43 S. High St., Columbus, O 

Appleton’s Artistic Houses, 4 r., hf. mor. 

The Vanderbilt Mansion, 10 v. 

As new. Make cash offers. 


Richard B. Shepard, Commercial Blook, Salt Lake 
City, Utah. [Cash.] 

Sonnets from the Poitugut se, Roycroft ed. 

Lamb’s Essays of Elia, Roycroft ed. 

Tennyson’s In Memoriam, Roycroft ed. 

Ruskin-Turner, Roycroft ed. 

John 8klnner, 44 N. Pearl St., Albany, N. Y. 
Niles' Register , any vols. 

Colonial Documents N. Y., any vols. 

Burke’s Works, v. 1. Harper, 1833-7. 

Garland’s Randolph, v. 1. 

Parton’s Jackson, v. 3. N. Y., i860. 

Stephens, War Between the States, v. 1. 

Pitkin's U. S., v. 1. 

Randall's Jefferson, v. 1 and 2. N. Y., 18^8. 

More Light, a masonic book. Pub. by Dick & Fitzgerald. 

The Smith Book Co., 143 E. 4th St., Cincinnati, O. 

Stow’s London Under Elizabeth. 

A. H. 8mythe,43S. High St., Columbus, O. 

Sir George Tressadv, second-hand. 

The South Side Book Store, 316 Grove St., 
Milwaukee, W Is. 

Electrical Engineering. Pub. by Sub. Corr. School, 
Scranton. 


E. W. Travis, Box 217, Salem, Mass. 

Warner Library, 30 v., hf. mor. 

Bound volumes of North American Review , Forum , 
Nineteenth Century , and Princeton Review , at 25 
cqnts each. 

Jas. E. Walker, 85 S. Portland Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y, 

Closing out business. Bargains to cash purchasers. 
Complete set New York Herald. 1859 to date; Harper , 
Atlantic , Rlack7uood's Magazine. Democratic Review , 
etc. Call before noon, or write. 


HELP WANTED. 


CALESMEN wanted on commission to carryasaside 
0 line through the South and West a qu’ck-selling 
list of attractive publications. Address G.R.,careof 
Publishers’ Weekly. 


SPECIAL NOTICES. 


O. 


P’S Old English and Irish Novels, French transla¬ 
tions, Posters. Pratt, x 6 i 6th Ave., N. Y. 


Spon & Chamberlain 12 Cortlandt St., N. Y. 

Owen Jones, iooi Initials. 

E. A. Steevens, 1165 Witherspoon Bldg., Phila , Pa. 

Memoirs of Barbara, Duchess of Cleveland. Steinman, 
Oxford, Eng., 1871. 

W. F Tenney, 26 Brattle St., Boston, Mass. 

Gibbons’ Rome, v. 1, black cl. 

Grant’s Memoirs, v. 2, cl. 

Grote’s Greece, ▼. :, 9, 10. tx, black cl. 

Quote anything on forestry. 


A S. CLARK, 174 Fulton St., N. Y., will supply any 
magazine at market value. Business like query, 
business-like reply. 


T>ACK NUMBERS, volumes, and sets of magazines 
and reviews for sale at the American and Foreign 
Magazine Depot, 47 Dey St., New York. 


("'‘HESS AND CHECKER BOOKS Largest stock in 
v -' theworld. 6000 volumes on hand. Trade supplied. 
Will H. Lyons, Chess Bibliopole, Newport, Ky. 


















Cassell & Company, Limited 

New Publications 


Personal Recollections 

By H. Sutherland Edwards. 288 pages, size 5 
inches. Cloth, gilt top, $1.50. 

Mr. Sutherland Edwards has been an editor, play¬ 
wright, “ war special,” and foreign correspondent, 
and his various vocations have naturally brought him 
into contact with many notable and interesting per¬ 
sons. Of these he tells numerous delightful stories. 
The volume is as varied in matter as it is vivacious in 
manner. No “diner out” can afford to be without 
this book. 

New Edition Thoroughly Revised to Date 

The Story of the Heavens 

By Sir Robert Stawell Ball, LL.D., D.Sc., Lown- 
dean Professor of Astronomy and Geometry in the 
University of Cambridge. With 24 colored plates 
and numerous illustrations; nearly 600 pages; size 
6x9^ inches; cloth, $3.50. 

“ A wondrous story leading us to contemplate the 
grand phenomena in nature and the great achieve¬ 
ments of human genius. An entertaining story in 
simple language of the glorius bodies which adorn 
our skies.” 

A New Book 0/ African Travel 

A White Woman in 
Central Africa 

A Record of a Journey Taken Alone by a Lady 
Across Africa. By Helen Caddick. 16 illustra¬ 
tions. Cloth, $1.25. 

“ There is undeniable fascination in the pages of 
this serenely complacent record of a pleasure trip 
. . . . It is her independent manner of accomplish¬ 

ing this expedition that imparts a special charm and 
novelty to her narrative. 

With Dante in Paradise 

Readings from the “Paradiso.” By Rose E. 
Selfe, author of “ How Dante Climbed the Moun¬ 
tain,” etc. With 6 full-page illustrations; 75 cents. 
In this work the author attempts to present in a 
simple form some of the many lessons contained in 
Dante’s “ Paradiso.” In view of the fact that this 
author’s previous work, “ How Dante Climbed the 
Mountain,” has passed through five editions, this 
book should find a wide circle of readers. 

The Coming of the Kilogram 

or, The Battle of the Standards. By H. O. 

Arnold-Forster, M. P. Illustrated; 166 pages; 
size,^X7^: cloth, $1.00. 

This book is not intended as a manual of instruction 
in the use of the metric weights and measures. It is 
a simple and complete explanation of the Metric 
System, the object and aim being to make Americans 
and Englishmen realize the position in which thev 
stand in the competition of the civilized world, and 
to show them exactly what they are risking by cling¬ 
ing to their present system of weights and measures. 

Technical Instruction 

Important New Series of Practical Volumes. Edited 
by Paul N. Hasluck. Each book contains about 
160 pages; size, 5x7^; cloth, $1.00 each. 

This series of books has been projected with a view 
of supplying information on the principles and prac¬ 
tice underlying the Arts and Crafts of which they 
treat. Their style is clear, precise and simple. 

Vol. I. PRACTICAL STAIRCASE JOINERY. 

With upwards of 180 illustrations. 

Vol. II. PRACTICAL HETAL PLATE WORK. 
Nearly 250 illustrations. 

Other Volumes in Preparation. 


Royal Academy Pictures, 1900 

will be published in Five Parts, 40 cents each ; also 
one volume, cloth, gilt edges, $3.00. 

Parts 1 and 2 now ready, and the 
remaining parts early in June. The 
complete volume ready June 15th 
This work is an authoritative, comprehensive, and 
worthy record of the Royal Academy, and this year’s 
issue will fully sustain its reputation. 

Intending purchasers would do well to order the 
whole of tne Five Parts at the same time, as they 
quickly run out of print. 

A Course of Landscape 
Painting in Water-Colors 

By J. MacWhirter, R.A. With 23 colored plates. 
$2.50. 

Mr. McWhirter, R.A., is, without doubt, one of 
the most eminent living painters of landscapes. The 
book he has prepared is an exposition of his methods 
of study and work, illustrated by most beautiful ex¬ 
amples of his paintings in water-color. The book 
will meet with a wide appreciation, for not only will 
it be most helpful to students, but the charm of its 
reproductions will commend it to all lovers of art. 

Cassell’s Guide to Paris 

With numerous Illustrations and Map; about 200 
pages; cloth, 50 cents; paper, 25 cents. 

An entirely new and original work 
prepared expressly for the use of 
tourists to the Paris Exposition 
An outlay of fifty cents on this work is likely to 
save the tourist many dollars. The immense amount 
of useful, practical information which the Guide con¬ 
tains will not only render it a delightful and helpful 
companion, but enable its possessor to save time and 
money, to see the greatest number of sights in the 
most convenient manner, and to spend the time more 
agreeably and profitably than would otherwise be 
possible. 

Cassell’s Guide to London 

Profusely Illustrated. New and Revised Edition; 
cloth, 50 cents; paper, 25 cents. 

“ Cassell’s Guide to London ” has been brought 
thoroughly up-to-date, and will be found invaluable 
to visitors to the metropolis. 

New Volumes of 

“Work” Handbooks 

A series of practical manuals prepared under the 
direction of Paul N. Hasluck, editor of “ Work.” 
Price 40 cents each. 

Mounting and Framing Pictures 

With 240 Engravings and Diagrams. 

Smiths’ Work 

With 211 Engravings and Diagrams. 

Glass Working 

With numerous Engravings and Diagrams. 

Building Hodel Boats 

With numerous Engravings and Diagrams. 

Electric Bells —How to Hake and Fit Them 

With numerous Engravings and Diagrams. 


Cassell & Company, Ltd., 7 and 9 W. 18 th St., N.Y. 

LONDON PARIS JIELBOURNE 











Special Summer Fiction. 

7 he Leading Copyright Novels in 
Paper Form. 


Price, = = 50 Cents, Each. 


B Y arrangement with the various publishers we offer 
limited editions of the following well-known copy¬ 
right novels in attractive paper binding. These edi¬ 
tions are on sale with all booksellers. 


THE GADFLY.E. L. Voynich. 

THE JESSAMY BRIDE.Frankfort Moore. 

FOR THE FREEDOM OF THE SEA. Cyrus Townsend Brady. 
A LADY OF QUALITY. . . . Frances Hodgson Burnett. 

TRILBY.George du Maurier. 

A GENTLEMAN PLAYER. . . Robert Neilson Stephens. 

ZISKA..Marie Corelli. 

GLORIA MUNDI.Harold Frederic. 

CALEB WEST, MASTER DIVER. . . F. Hopkinson Smith. 

DROSS.Henry Seton Merriman. 

THE ROAD TO PARIS. . . . Robert Neilson Stephens. 


LADY OF CASTELL MARCH. . . . Owen Rhoscomyl. 

SOLDIER STORIES.Rudyard Kipling. 

THE CRUISE OF THE CACHALOT. . . . Frank Bullen. 

MISTRESS NANCY MOLESWORTH. . Joseph Hocking. 
ADVENTURES OF CAPTAIN KETTLE. . Cutcliffe Hyne. 

MANDERS.Elwyn Barron. 

LAST OF THE GREAT SCOUTS. . Helen Cody Wetmore. 
McTEAGUE.Frank Norris. 


International Book and Publishing Company, 

WORTH AND CHURCH STREETS, NEW YORK. 















